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THE TRVLY NOBLE 
GENTLEMAN, WILLIAM 
TRESHAM Eſquire, 


| r, I have long cheri- 
(ES ſSheda deſire, by ſome 
SCA Worthy teitimony, to 
<A We expreſſe how much I 
SPSS honour you : But af 
ter a tedious expectation, hopeleſſe 
to meet with an occaſion to make me 
ſo fortunate, I reſolved, rather than 
to hazard the cenſure of neglect, to 
ſnatch any opportumtie of preſen- 
ting my ſervices. T hi (Which tome 


bath no name,but What your bounty 


A 2 


ſhall 


LOWED 


'| The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 
i ſhalt beitow) having pleaſed you 
upon the Stage, comms into the 
World, offereth it ſelfe to kiſſe your 
hand. If you bemercifull, I am up- 
03 even termes With the World be- 
fade, and will ftudie next to reach 
Jour minde With imaginations of a 
| higher nature. In the meane time, 
970 you np, and ripen your ſelfe for 
Honour ; the flowimgs of your blond 
Will instruct you hoW to merit , While 
I ret content With my ambition, if I 
may ftill write my ſelfe, 


Yourdevoted Servant, 


I. SHERLEY, 
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PROLOGVE, 


Upon their browes, and glorioas Trophies raiſe 
To Fame on pile of wounds, knew a time when 
They fſuckr at warre, Your Muſe inſpired men 
And of diviner earth, facred for wit, 

Crept our of their firſtelements toir : [| 
The goodlieſ Harveſt had firſt ſeed and hope, 
Ere it could Jade withanenriching crop 

The rurall Teame: tt'exaRteſt building firſt '' 
Grew troma ſtone, though afrerward it durft it 
VWrap his faire head in clouds : nothing ſo true, | 
As all things bave beginning : upon jou 

Dwell candid application : this Play is 

The firſt fruits of a Muſe, that betorerhis 
Never falured Audience, nor aoth meane 

To {weare himſelfe a Fattor for the Scene. 
Though he employ ſome houres, he only prayes 
You take it as firſt borne, alchough he ayes, 
He meant it not his heire, fince cis unjuſt 

One ſhould have all, as inthe Law it muſt, 
Accept then a beginning , all men know, 

H: firft kift bayes, that wore them on his brow. 
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Drammata Perſone. 


Cornelis_an ancient Gentleman. 
Inforeunio, a Genrleman lover of Sclina. 


Rafaldo, an old Merchant. 


Antonio, ſonne to Cornelis, in love with Hilaria, 
Gaſparo, a Gentleman aloyer of Felice, 

I kr a Welſhman. 

Babulaw, a rich Gull, in love with Hilaria, 
Tocarelto, Ienkins Page. 


Gorgon, A «ronto s Servant. 


Inzeniolo, a Juſtices Clarke. 
Orlando F:ur10ſo,aRoarer, 
An old Countrey-man. 
Ce his ſonns. 
Servingman. 


Shepherds. 


Selina Cornelin's daughter, 
Felice, her (iſter. 
H ilaria ,Rufalds's daughter. 
Delis, a "dec mas: 
Medulla, a Countrey Gentlewoman. 
Shepherdefſles. 
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. "Scena prima. 


Enter Antonio and Gafparo, 


Antonio, 


> Selina, and hath choſen me for his prolo- 
CSLS I cutor, | 

19) Gf? O! this Love will make us all mad, 

> thou knoweſt I lov'd afiſter of thine once, 

but heaven knowes where ſhee is, I chinke 
ſhe lov'd me too,doſt thinke (he did not? + 

Gaſp, Well, thy father hasreaſfon ro curſe himſelfe, befide 
ſome that ſhe and I have. 

Amt.. Nay,niy, thou'c fall intopaſſion againe,whenthings 
are paſt recovery,”wwas a good wench,but come,prethee leave 
to thinke onher. 

Gf. Nay, Tha done, what ſhal's doe > 

Ant. Any thing but ralke of Stare matrers : thon haſt mach 
intelligence in the world, prethee whar's the newes abroad ? 
I come forth a purpoſe tro heare ſome, and this is an age of 
novelties. 

Ga}. Newes ? O excellent newes ! 


An, 


_ F< Ira, this Welſhman is in love with my fiſter- 
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and if the warreshold, we fhall have ſtore of 
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nt. Prethee what iſt? T long to heare ſome, 

G.jþ. There is no newes at all. | 

rt, Call you that excellent newes ? 

Gf. Is ic not good newes, thar there is no bad newes ? 
the cruth is, the newes-maker Maſter Moneyslacke is ficke of 
« conſumption of the wir. 

Ant, The newes-maker? why, is there any newes-maker ? 

G :þ. Ohfir, how ſhould younger brothers have maintai- 
ned themſelves, thar have rravell. d, and have the names of 
Countries, and Capraines withour booke, as pertcCt as their 
prayers, I, and perte&er roo ? for I thinke there is more pro- 
bability of forgetting their prayers , they ſay them ſo kel- 


dome; I cell you fir, I 'haveknowne a Gentleman thar has 


{peut the beſt part of 4 rhoufand pound, while he was pren- 
tice to the trade in Hol,rd, and our of three (heers of paper, 
which was his wholeſtocke, a pen and inke-horne hee bor 
rowed, he {ct up ſhop, and (penr an hundred ponnd a yeare 
upon his whore,and found fheers for them borh co lie in roo : 
it hath beene a great profeſſion mary moſt commonly they 
are Sould iers : a peace concluded, is a gre! page unto'em, 
em ; Ozthey are 

men worthy of commendarions, they ſpeake in print, 

Ant, Are they Souldiers ? | 

Gap. Faich-ſo they would berh@®aghr,though indeed they 
are but mungrels, not worthy of char noble arcribure ; they 
are indeed baſtards, not ſons of war and true Sbuldiers, whoſe 
divine ſoules I honour, yer they may be cald grear ſpirits roo, 
for their valouris inviſible, theſe, I fay, will wrice you a bat- 
tell in any part of Exrope atan houres warning, andye: never 
ſer foot out of a Taverne, deſcribe you Townes, Fortificati- 
ons, Leaders, the ſtrength o'chenemics, what Confederates, 
every dayes march, not a Sauldier ſhall loſe a haire, or have a 
buller fly berweene his armes, bur hee ſhall have a Page ro 


wait on him in pom nothing deſtroyes 'em bur want of 2 


good memory, for if they eſcape contradiXion, they may be 


chronicled. . 


Ant. Why, thou art wiſe enough tobean Informer. ' 


Ga. I mary, now you ſpeake of a Tratk indeed, the bard 
Fl 
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Atlas of a State Polirick,the ret gibi a city,nothing | 


falls amifle unto 'em, and if there be ne filgh in the Common- | 
wealth can line by honelſtie, and yer ves by their privi- 
lege, there is not an oath bur they will have money for it ! 

Ant, Oh brave Trade, 

Gaſp, They can car men alive and digeſt 'em, they have 
their conſcience in a ſtring, and can ſtifle it at their pleaſure, 
the Devils journeymen, ſet up for them(clyes, and keepe a 
damnation houſe of their owne; indeed they feldome prove 
Aldermen, yer they are taken for Knights every day o'th 
weeke, when they ride poſt, they have the art of infinuatlon, 
and ſpeake writs familiarly , they are Agents, as I have + 
heard,for the Devill in their life-time,and if chey die in rheir " 
bed, have this privilege, tobe ſons of hell by adoption, and i 
rake place of Serjants. | 

| 


Emnter Infortunio and Selina, 

Gaps. Stay. Who's there ? thy kiſter and Infortwmo : let's [| 

obſerve, | | I þ 
Infor, T muſt have other anſwer, for I muſt loveyou. 1 
Sel. Muſt ? bur I doenot ſee any necefficie that I ſhould [1 

love you, I doe confeſſe you are a proper man. LT 
Tnfor, Q doe not mocke Sclins, let not excellence fl 

Which you arefull of, make you proud and ſcorntull, 

Tam a Gentleman, thongh my outward part 

Cannot attradt afteCtion, yet ſome have told me, vaM 

Nature hath made me what the neednot ſhame, ii 

Yer looke into my hearr, there you ſhall ſee | 

What you cannor deſpiſe, for there you are 

Wirhall your graces waiting en you, there 

Love hath made you a Throne to fit, and rule 

Ore Tufortnnio, al! my thoughts obeying 

And honouring you as Queene, patle by my outſide : 

| My breſt I dare compare with any man. 
$4. Bur who can ſee this breſt you boaſt of fo? 
Infor, Oh ! "tisan cafie worke, for thoughir be 

Not tobe pierced by the dull eye, whoſe beame 

FL B 
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Ts ſpent on outward ſhapes, there is a way 
To make a ſearch into hiddenſt paſſage. 
I know pou woul ove to pleaſe your ſenſe : 
A Tree that beares aMgged nnleav d rop 
In depth of Winter, may when Summer comes 
Speake by his fruit, he is nordead bur yourhtull, 
Though once hethew'd no fap : my heart's a plant 
| Kept downe by colder thoughts, and doubtfall feares, 
Your frownes like Winter (tormes make it ſceme dead, 
Bur yer it is not ſo, make it but yours, 
And you ſhall fe ir ſpring, and ſhoot forth leaves 
Worthy your eye, and the oppreſſed fap 
Aftend; ro every part to make it greene, 
And pay your love with fruit when Harveſt comes, 
If my affe&ion be ſuſpeRed, make 
Experience of my loyaltie, by ſome ſervice 
Thongh full of danger, you ſhall know me better, 
And ſo diſcerne the truth of what you'ſec nor. 
Sel. Then you confeſſe your love is cold as yer, 
And winter'sin your hearr. | 
Infor. Miſtake me nor, Selma, for I ſay 
My hart is cold, not love. 
Sel. And yet your love is from your heart Me warrant. 
Infor. Oh youare nimble to miftake, 
My heart is cold in your diſfpleaſures only, 
And yet my love is fervent, for your eye 
Caſting our beames, mainraines rhe flame ir burnes in. 
Againe, ſweer Love, BUR (3 
My heart is not mine owne, 'tis yours, you have ir, 
And while it naked iyes, not dain'd your boſome 


To keepe ic warme, how can irbe but cold, 
In danger to be frozen ? blame not it, 
You only are in faulr it hath no heat. 

Sel. Well fir, Tknow you have Rhetorick, but I 
Can withour arr give you a finall anſwer. 

Infor.” Oh ſtay, and thinke a while, Icannot reliſh. 
you {hould fay tinall, ſweet, deliberate, 
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It doth concerneall the eftate IT have, 
T mcane not dunghill creaſuce, but my life 

Doth ſtand or fall to ir, if your anſwer be 

Thar youcan loveme, be ic ſwift as lightning. 
Bur if you meane to kill me, and reject 

My ſo long love-devotions, which I have pay'd 
As to an Altar, ſtay alittle longer, 

And let me count the riches I ſhall loſe, 

By one poore atry word, firſt give me backe 

T hat part of Tnfortunio that is loſt 

Within your love, play not che Tyrant with me. 

Sel. Y are over-weake to et. your paſſions ſway you : 

Tf I knew any thing I had of yours, 

I would nor doe you char injuſtice, far, 

To ler it ſtay wich me, and for your love, 

I cannot pay it backe againe with mine, ' IL 
Eicher releaſe the debr, or I ſhall dye in'c, 

Your ſuic is fruicleſſe, hopeleſſe, pardon me, farewell. 

Ant. Now by all my hopes you are to blame, fiſter, come, 
this Genclemandeſerves your love, Infortunzs, 

Sel. Brother, you forger your ſelfe. 

Ant, Why, I doe remember I amyour brother, I fay you 
muſt love him. 

Sel, Muſt > 

Ant. What,does thatmove your ſpirit? what are you,but 
you may love? be not petulant, y'area baggage and not wor= 
thy of a man, by heaven I now could kick her, Ext. 

Gafp. Thy rorher ſiſter was of calmer temper, this a true * 
Woman. | : 

Irfor. Sir,had not nature made you brother to her, I ſhould 
be angry. EE on” 

Ant, Alas poore Gentleman, I doe not feele my ſeltein 
ſuch an humour for Hliriz, and yer by this hand [ love her 
well enough, and now I thinke on'r, I promis'd her my com- 
pany, ſhe has a damnable uſarious ſtinking wrerch ro her fa- 
ther, that cannor abide me; but *ris no matrer, this wench and 
I may finda place re meer in, in ſpight of hiseyesand ſpeta- 
cs. How now Gorgon, what ſayes ſhe ? | 
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Enter Gorgon. 

Gorg. Sir, T have done your remembrances to Miſtris H;- 
liria, and told her you ſhould find her comming by and by,bur 
you were beſt paſſe in ſome obſcurity, for her father Rrfaldo 
is hard by fir, Lupus in F abula. Enter Rufaldo, 

Ant. Gaſparo,andthou love me,ſhew thy wit toentertaine 
this pecce of blacke Dammaske and Velvet guards, while I 
goeinto Hilaria, 

Ryf. Old men are the trueſt lovers, young men are incon- 
ſtanrand wag with every wind,we never move,but areas true 
as ſtcele. 

Gor. But in womens matters as weake as water, as weake 
a 

Rut. Beſides, ſweer Love, but doe IT court a ſhadow ? to 
ſee whirher love will carry a man : letme ſee, I could findein 
my heart to beſtow aring upon my Sweet-hearr, but thatTam 
loth ro part wirh it : hem, I will ger bur one childe, and rhar 
thall be a boy, leſt having roo many children, I undoe my 
heire, and my goods be divided. O ſweet Shnz, O antiable 
Stilina; ſureTam not old, 

Gor, I have it, Signior ws nt pray let me begin wich my 
Merchant if you love me, and if you like ir, ſecond me. 

Gaſp. Goe to Gorgon, ler's ſee thy wit now. 

Ruf. Old men walke with a taffe, and creepe along the 
ſtreers, hold their heads below their girdle, taulcer in their 
ſpeech, foameat mouth, and breathe ren rimes in a furlong,. 
andare ready to ſpit their lungs on every mans threſhold, 

Gorg. God fave you fir. , 

Ruf. Godamercy honeſt Gorgon, 

Gor. Tcry you mercy fir, Ile affure you fir, I tooke you for 
Maſter Rfaldo the old Merchanr. 

Ruf. Why, and am not I? is not the fellow drunke 2? Iam 
Rufald, 

Gor. Ir. may be fome kin to him, bur not that R»faldo I 
meane; you are younger a faire deale. 

Ruf. Tam rthar Rxfaldo, the Merchant, rhat buried my wife 
lately, and have one daughter Hilaris, ancient acquaintance 
with Cornelis and your maſter Antonio, 


Gor, 
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Gor. Oh fir, you muſt excuſe me for thar. 
Ruf. Is thy name Gorgon £ 
Gor, Whartelſe fir, honeſt Gorgox 1? 


Ref. DoeT know thee to be Gorgon ? what, fhall I be fac'd 


our of my ſelfe ? why thou varler, who amT, if nor Regfaldo & 
Gor. Why fir, 'tis plaine, you have no gray haires in your 


head, your cheeke is ſcarler, 2 wanton yourhtfulleye ; Roxfaldo. 


had a head like froſt, his eyes ſunke into his hollowes, arug- 
ged brow, a hoary beard, and all his body not worrh a drop of 
bloud, a very crazic old meale-mourh'd Gentleman, you are 


younger at leaſt by thirty yeares. : | 
Raf. Tic aſſure thee Twas R»faldo, whenT roſe inthe mor- 


=_ | 
or... You have not ſlept ſince, have you ? 

Raf. No. | 

Gor, "Tis the more ſtrange. Thave heard of ſome rhat have 
beene changed in a dreame, bur never waking before : this 1s 
(trange, nay admirable ! 

Ryf. Young, chang 'd, art ſure thou doſt not mocke ? 

Gor. I were a very knave then, if you be Ryfaldo, I hepe 
your worſhip knowes Þ have beene bound to my good beha- 
viour, 

Ref. Altered young, ha ! I would I were ; and yet mee 
thinkes Iam livelier than I was, I feele my joynts pliableas 
wax, and myvoyceis ſtronger too.Bur tell me, honeſt Gorgor, 
iS it poſſible for an old man to be young againe? 

Gor, Nay,F ee youle not beleeve me : well fir, I will be bold 
co report the wonder abroad,and aftonith all your friends. 


Ruff. Nay, ſtay, honeſt Gorgon, ha! young, no gray haires? 


ſtay, who's here ? Exit Gorgon, 
G2ſp. Ha ! *cisnot he, Ile ſpeake to him, no "ris in vaine, 
Ite ſcent he knowes me, _—_——— — FH paſſs by. 


Euf, Gaſp.iro! what, does not heknow me too ? 
G4ſp. Sir, T ſhould know you, are you not Signior Petruc- 
co, the dancing Maſter ? 
uf. Trickes, paſſages, [am Rofoldo, old Rufalds. 
Gſp. Kufaldo indeed is old, but you are young, you doe 
B 3 retaine 
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retaine hiscountenance, I would ſweare you were he, but 
you are younger farre, 

Raf. 'Tis fo, Tam chang 'd, I am yonnger than T was, Iam 
that Refaldo, beleeve,I know you to bea learned Gentleman, 
nam'd Gſparo, I was told atore I was altercd, bur nor ro trou+ 
bleyou with many queſtions, only one, Gaſpar, is ita thing 
poſlible for an old man to be young againe ? I know 'ris admi-- 
rable, bur is it poflible? you area Scholler, 

Gaſpp. Poſhble ? oh yes, theres no queſtion, for wee ſee 


by experience, Stagges caſt rheir old hornes, and prove 


vigorous, Snakes catt off their old coats, Eagles renew 
their age, your plants doe ir familiarly, the Phoenix when 
ſhee is old, burnes her ſelfe ro aſhes, trom thence revives a 
young Phenix againe, Poſlible ? T have heard ſome old men 
havebeene twice children fir, —————— — 
therefore 'ris not impoſlible. 

Ruf, Lis very (trange : I am notyer confident. 

G2þ. There be receits in Phylicke, (ir, ro keepe them 
young, ſaving that tive runnes on a licrle beforehand with 
em : yes, and to make young, lince ir is harder ro.make alive 
when they are dead, than ro make-young when they are alive, 
and Phyſicke doth revive ſome out of all queſtion, though 
not fo familiarly as kill, for that they doe with alictle ſtudie ; 
marry Ithinke, if ic were as gainfull ro rhe Phyfitian to re- 
ſtore as to deſtroy, he would pradtiſe the Art ot recovery ve- 
ry faithfully, 

Ruf. Why,doe you think it would not prove as gainfull ? 

Gap. Oh ! by no meanes, for where an old man would 
give an hundred pound, to have fortie or fifric yeares wi- 
ped off rhe old ſcore of hislife ; his wife or next heire would 
joynerather than faile, ts our-bid him halfe on'r, to pur him 
out of debr quire, and ro ſend his old leaking veſlell into 
mare mortuum. 

Ruf. Well, well, but if I be young, I have rookeno Phy- 
facke for'r. | 

Gaſp. If ! nay, 'tis paſt If and And too, you are certain= 


ly reſtor'd, ler me ſe, you looke like one of foure, or {ix and 
thircie, 


_ 
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thirtic, not a mine above, and ſo much a man may take 


you for, ft 
Ryf; Well, I know not what to fay to't, there is ſome 


ower in love has bleft me : now Selina, be thou gracious. 


Ga, Are you in love? nay, the wonder is nor fo great; 


who can expreſſe the power of Love ? I haveread ofa Painter 
named Pigmalion, that made the picture of a woman 1o to the 
life, thar he fell in love with ir, conrtedir, lay in bed with ir, 
_ andby power ot Love,it becamea ſoft-natur'd wench indeed, 
and he begor I know nor how many children of her. Well fir, 


Selina cannot chooſe bur be mad for you, 


Rnf. Not mad, G:faro, I would be Ioth to be troubled 


with her and ſhe be mad. 

Gaſp. Yes, and ſhee be mad in love, there is no harme in'r, 
ſhe cannot be roo mad in love, your Cormcopia may be abated 
at pleaſure, belides (ir, the beſt morall men ſay, Love it ſelte 
is a madnefle, and the madder your wite is, the more ſure you 
may be (he loves you. . 


Ruf. No, no, I love no madnefſe on any condition, for: 


feare of being hurne-mad. | 

Gap. Why fir, madneſſe is not ſuch a diſcredir, as the age 
goes : you know there are many mad taſhions, and what man 
bur ſometimes may be mad? are not your great men mad, that 
when they havecnough, will pawne their foule for a Mono- 
poly ? befides mad Lords, what doe you thinke of Ladies ar 
. lomerime of 'the Moone, you may ſpell em in their names, 
Maddame ? you have mad Courtiers, that run maddingafcer 
Cirizens wives : the Cirizens-are mad too, to truſt em with 
their wares, who have beene ſodeepe in their wives bookes 
before ; your Juſtice of Peace is ſomerimes mad roo, for when 
&e may fee well enough, he will ſuffer any man to put onr his 
eye witha bribe: ſome Lawyers are often ſtark-mad,and rtalke. 
' wildly, no man is able toendure their trermes, . 
Ruf. Prethee mad-capleave,T am almoſt madto heare thee. 


Gaſp. Well, my old young Ruflao, if you marry Selina, T 


ſhall have a paire of gloves, I hope, and youlclermedance ar 
your wedding, 


Ruf. 
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Ryf. That thou fhalt, boy, and He dance my ſelfe roa, 
hey, 0s "EL ————oc_—____ — Ex: leaping. 


Gaſ(p. Farewell credulitie ; ha,ha, with what a greedinefſe 


doe old men run our of their wits ? 'Twas a good recreation 


to ſee with whar pleafure heg ſuffered himſelte ro be guld : 
fairh Gaſparo, play our thy hand,now thou art in: me thinkes 
T havean excellent appetite to make my ſelte merry with the 
ſimplicity ofthis age ; let me ſee, tis Spring, and I meanero 
give my head a purgation, it may beat off the remembrance of 

loſt love Felice:a pox of melancholy,I wil at rwo or three 


parts,ifTlive, in {pight of ir, and if Idiechen Exit Gaſparo, 


Enter Gorgon. 
Gor. Seignior Gaſparo,my Maftcr would ſpeake with you : 
the proje& roo : I mer the Youth ſtratting like a Gentleman 
Uther, 'twas my invention. 
Gaſp. BurT gave it polliſh, Gorgor. 
Gorg, I confefſe, you tooke off the rongh-caſt, but 'rwas 
Gorgens head brought forth the proje&t, from my over braine 


* came this Minerva, 


Gz2ſp. I chinke rhon arta wit. | 

Ger. Who, Iawit? I thoughtyon had more wit, than to 
make ſuch a queſtion, all the Towne takes me tor a wir,heres 
a pate hath crackers in'r and flaſhes. _ 

Gaſp. And thou ſayſt the word, weele joyne in a projet 
of wit, romakean Aſſe of the world a litrle, ir ſhall make us 
merry, if ittake no other wayes,wotjoyne? , 

 Goy, By this hand, any projet of wit, what iſt, good Ga- 
ſparo ? the projeR. 

Gaſp. Canſt be cloſe ? 

Gor. As mid-night co a Bawd, ora paire of Truffes to arr 
Iriſh mans buttocks. : 

Gaſp. Go to,thou thalc now then excuſe me to thy Maſter, I 
wHl preſently furniſh my ſelfe with new lodgings, and expe 
ro heare from mee ſhorcly my brave Delphicke, I haveicin 


 Embrio, andT ſhall ſoone bedelivered. 


Gorg, If I faile, call me Spider-catches, - Exit, 
| ; | Gaſpe 
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Gaſs. Mum, not a word, ifall hit right, we may 
Laugh all onr melancholy thoughts away. Ex, 


tl. 


AFus ſecundus, Scena prima, 


Enter Bubulcus. 

Bub. Tf 1 werea woman, now couldI fall in love with 
ſelfe : every body rels me I am the propreſt Gentleman in the 
Towne, and purit up, for thetrath is, I dare nor give any 
one the lye, a pox a fighting, I can look as big as anorher,bur 

hall Tbe ſach an Afſe,to venture my ſelte wich bealts ? for chey 
ſay, your ſwords moſt commonly are Foxes,and have notable 
mettall in 'em ; ler me ſee, I am now at Rxfaldoes my father in 

Law that mult be,herehe is. | 

Enter Rufalds apparelledyouthfully. | 

Maſter Rofelao, it you had beene my owne father, as you 

are bur like to be my father in Law, I ſhould have prov'd my 
ſelfe a foole, by this hand I ſhenld not have knowne jou, 
why, how briske and neat, and yourhfull hetis ! 

Ruf. Tam ſomerhing altered I confeſſe, finceI aw you. 

Bub, By this fleſh thar ſhines, a man would nor take you to 
be above five or fix and exrÞ at moſt, how came this ? 

Ruf. Tuſt as Geſparo told me, 'tis apparent, nay, nay, ſon 
forbeare to bec inquiſitive, \I confelle am "Mer of a age, 
the power of Love, and fo forth, burI fee yourfire of love is 


B«b, No, mine was but raked up in the embers, 

Ryf. Why, this Lovedoes make us all ingenious too : 
come fit downe, ſaving your tayle {tr, a cuſhion, we may diſ- 
courſe with the more eaſe, 

Bub, Pray, how does my Sweet-hezrt Miſtris HiBaris? 

Ruf, Shee is very well, ha ſon, Tam inlove too : ſonne I 
call you, I hope you will ger my daughters good-will, but 
youle find her peeviſh. 

Bub. No matter, fir, for thar, I would not have her eaſily, 
I would ſweat for her, Ile warrant, FHle make her love mee. 

Ref. Look youcan youread, [made adirry to ſend tomy 

At | Miſtris, 
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|: Miftris, and my Muſician that I keep in my houſe,to teach my 
[50 danghter, harh ſer it toa very good aire, hetels me : you (haY 


| heare and judge of it, I heare him tuning his Inſtrumcnr, 
q}, A Sorg. 

f | God of Wzrre ?0 Cupid yeeld, 

| He is Mater of : be field, 


He with Arrory hits the heart, 
T bou with Lmce the wrorſer part. 


PEELY: Cup id greater is tha Jove, 
Since he worm ed w 1s with love, 
if Ny, in per by much ods 

" He excels the otber goes, 

IT 


; Lowe trausform'd Jove to 2 Swan, 
it: ALade U' yiles a mad man, 
I: But Rutaldo it does make 
TY own'g for bis Selinas ſake. 


Ruf. How doe you reliſh it, ha? 

Bb, Trroth the Dirty is as pretty an ayer as ere I fav, 'ris 
divided into three Regions roo, I warrant you, can make 
Ballads eafly. . 

Rut.Oh he,they are barbarous and ignoble,that's beggerly, 

Bub. But tor all that, I have read good ftuffe ſometimes, 
eſpecially in your fighting Ballads, When Camens are rearing, 
and bullets ae flying, &c. 

Ruf. Fie, a whipping poſt, tinkerly luffe ; how did you . 
like the aire ? 

Bub, As ſweet an aire as\a man would with to live in, bur 
Tis ſom-whart backeward. 

Ref. Oh Muſicke, the life of the ſoule, 

Bb. | ſhould have learn'd Muſicke once too, but my Ma- b 
er had ſo many crochers, I could ne'r away with it : bur 
F* where is your danghter, Sir? there 1s no Muſicke without 

M her, the is che belt Inſtrument to play upon. 
Ref. And you ſhall have her berweene your legs preſently, | © 
Bub. I had as licfe be betwixr hers, for all char, 


Raf. 
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Ref, Hilaria, where is this girle ? Ile fetch her to you, 


and leave her wich you, for I have a Love of mine owne, to 
whom I mecane in perſon to preſent this Dirty, Ile ferch 
her. | Exit, 

Bub. Tdoe not fee what fault ſhee can finde with mee, and 
ifI had ſome good word rocome over her : but I muſt helpe 
ir out andneed be, with ſwearing ; bur here ſhe is, 


Enter Rufalds, Hilaria, Antonio aloofe, 

Ryf. Still Awtorme with you ? you are a fooliſh girlc : doe 
take care to provide a husband for you ? and will yon caſt 
away yourſelfe upon a Prodigall? bu: thac I wouldnotdit- 
content his fiſter, whom I hope ro make my wite, I would 
forbid himmmy houſe ; therefore bee wiſe, and take heed of 
him, hee's giddy-headed, and looſe-bodicd. The Bce may 
burze, bur he will leave a ſting : plantyour love there : upon 
my bleſſing, he has many Lordfhips. : 

Hi. Pray heaven he have good manners. 

Ruf. I have ſer open the gate of opporcanity ; Cupid ſpeed 
us both, 

Bub. Let me alone to enter my man,now the point is open: 
hum,ſtay,rhere's a man in her Tables more than TI looked tor: 
foor, he kifſes her, Ile call Ryfuldo backe, hees our of light, ir 
were but a cowardly tricke, for me co run away. 

Ant, Be Buzzard now, the ſting of conſcience eat up his 


gut, fric his ſuet,and leave him at hisdearhnor able to weigh 


downe a pound of candle. 

Bub. Hetalkes of fuer, I doe melt already. 

Hi. Looke, doe you ſee that man of clothes? upon my fa- 
chers bleſſing he muſt be my husband. What will you doe? 

Ant, Fight with him, his clothes are too big for him, Ile 
beat him cill he ſwell co'em. 

Hil. No, as you love me, doe not ſtrike him, 


Bub. T will ſera goodface whatſoever come. Hi! rrie how | 


does my Love,comekifſe;why fo:this comes of valuur,we tall 
co, and he tels off, he's ſome coward, I hope, and how dock 
Hiularia# tis anage lince I ſaw thee: what Springals is chartha. 

6 .C2 Hil. 


LOTT 


—_ ———— 
> 
_— Ao - 


4 The Schoole of Complement. 


Hil. One that defires tobe of your acquaintance, fir,. 

Bub, My acquaintance,who is he ? none but Knights,and 
Knights tellows,are of my acquaintance, I ſcorn Gentlemen, 

Hi. But for my fake,pray be acquainted with him. 

Bub. Thou ſhalrdo much wich me, fir, Tam coment for her 
fake whom Tlove, to be acquainred wirh you, wo't. borrow 
any money ? for ſodo all that begin their acquaintance with 
me, 'cis the faſhion, he is a coward, is he not ? here : nay, and 
you ſcorne my moaey, I {corne your acquaintance, 

Hz. Pray tor my ſake. 

Bb. Why,he will borrow no money of me,T had never ſuch 
atricke pur npon mee, {inceI knew what acquaintance was : 
Ime ſure there have beene forty acquainted with mee, fince 
Tcame ro Towne, and nor one had fo little breeding, ro 
ler mce aske 'em the queſtion, wee could no ſooner ſhake 
hands, bur the other was in my pocket :' It may be 'cis- his 
modeſtie. Sir, this is my Love Hyaris, and if you will 
not borrow money of me, by this hand, there lyes my ſword, 
he isa coward. 

Hil. It appeares, 

Bub. Hilariais my Miſtreſſe, and if any man dare be fo ven- 
turous,as toblaſt her reputation with a foule breath, he ſhall 
þ:eathe his laſt, 

Hil, "Tis very ſure, he ſhall not be immorrall, 

Bub. Or if you ſhall offer in my preſence to defile hier lip, 
or tonch her hand, or kiſſe bur the nerher parc of her veſture, 
you had better kifle her in another place ; nay doe but blow 
on her. 

Hil. You forget your ſelfe, this is my friend, 

Bub, Or winke at her, or ſpeake to her, or make (ignes, os 
thinke on her to my face, and you had betrer keepe your 
thoughts to your ſelfe : now to conclude, and if you bee 
agriev'd, my name is Brebulcw,and you lye. | 

Ant. And you lye there ath ground : why ſhonld not L 
knock his brains out with his owne hilts, or ſtake htm to the 
ground, like a man that had hang'd himſelte ? Sirrah cloaths, 


| Rat of Nilusfition, monſter, golden Calte, ob, Iwould kick 


thee 


The Schoole of Complement, — 1p 
thee till thon haſt no more brains, thenthy confin Woodcock: 


I will nordifhonour my ſelfe co kill thee, halfe a dozen kicks 
will beas goodas a houſe of correftion, out you Monkey. 
Bb. Oh, rhat I could run thee thorow body and ſoule, I 
will challenge thee, a pox on your toes, wouldT had the 14s 
ring of your nayles, were you dumbe fo long tor this ? [ |, 
Ant, Hence. 14! 
| Bub. Who look'tfor you ? when will yon be here agen ? bt |. 
tooke for a challenge, the rime may come, when I will bear 339 
hee. Extt, 
Ant. Has thy father left a multitude of men, to make bf 
choice of this peece of folly ro be thy husband ? oh, the il | 
blindnefſe of a coverous wrerched father, that is led onely | 
by the eares, and in love with founds ! Nature had done well . 
to have thruſt him into the world withour an eye, thar like a , 
Mole is ſoaffeQted to baſe earth, and there meanes to dig for [ 
Paradiſe : but come, Hilaria, F 
Fathers their children and themſelves abuſe, 
Thar wealch a husband for their daughter chuſe, —Exeunte 


Enter Cornelio, Rufalds, and Seling, M4 

Cor. Tdidnortthinke, Rafaldo, pardon mee, 8 
You could have fo prevail 'd, but if ſhe can iſ 
Plant her affcQion on yee, Ile not be 4 
Backward to call you ſonne, | 

Seli, Hee does appeare 
Wirh all the charmes of lovenpon his eye, 
And nor rough drawne, bur poliſhr, he aſſumes 
A power 'bove all reſiſtance. 


Cor. An old mans Darling, is a pet geene 
Above all her defires. ry 


Ruf. Nay, ſhe ſhall want nothing'my wealch can purchaſe, 
O my ſweer F elina. "FF 2, 


Cor. Rufuds, with your patience, 1 would have 
A word or twoin private, you need not. | 
Prejudicate mee. 


Ruf. Wirh all my hear. 
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Cor. Selina; thou knoweſt T am thy father. 

Sel. My duty, fir, (hall ſpeake it. 

{or. And you know whom you have rejetted. 

Sel. Young Infortunio. 

Cor. And you know what man he's, with whom Yon meaneto 
tye that knot, nothing but Deach is able to undoe. 

Su, Kifaido, (tr, ar, old man. 

Cor, Oh Selina Felice, thy poore ſiſter thou recalſt To Gadremenr 
drance, bur heavenalas Knowes onely where ſhe is, 

Sel, Sir, Thave ofren heard you talkxe of hcr, 

Burt never knew that fiſter well. 

Cor. Thou wichhy uncles tendernefſe waſt kepr Alwayes ich 
Countrey, nor uncill her loſs: Ar home with me her fateraught me 
to give A liberty ro thee, her I reſtrain d Poore wench in love 
with G zþþ ro, till betwixc Obedience to a father, and the love 
To him, ſhee lefe us both, farher and friend, Now to avoid the like 
afflition, Ivowed thy freedome,and thou feeſt Idove Nat encuun- 


ter thy afte&ion wich che bonds -- 
A facher might enforce upon his child. h 
Sel, Thumbly chanke you Cor, But yet Sclina, 
Take heed, be not too raſh, I have obſerv d You want no common 
judgemenc, O doenot Precipirate thy (elte into a forrow, 
S24ll waſte thee with repenrance, ler mee tell you, There is a me- 
thod, when your paſſion's young To keep ir in obedience: yon love 
Refilds, Arrthou not young ?,How will che-Roſe agree With a 
dead Hjacinch ? or the Honey Wood-bind, Circling a withered 
Bryer? Youcan apply, can you ſubmir your body 
To bed with Ice and Snow, your blood to mingle ? 
Would you bee deat'd with coughing, r2ach your eye How to bee 
rumaticke ? Breathes he not out His body indiſeaſcs, and like duſt 
Falling all into peeces,as it Nature Would make him his old grave: 
I ſay roo much. - O what are all rheriches of the world, To an op- 
prefſ:d mind ? which then muſt bee Fed wich deſpaire of change, or 
will gold Buy off ch' impriſonment ? nay, will irnor Compoſe the | 
chaiqes, that binde you to endureic? - Well I have ſaid enough, 
ke-pe ſtiil your freedome, | 


And loſe ic where you will, you ſhall norblame _ 
Fa c 
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Me for your fate, nor grieve me wich your ſhame. 
Sel. Deare father, low as earth I render you The duty of a daugh- 
ter, I have heard you Not wirh a carel-{ſe care, thar libercy . 
Y ou have beſtow'd on me, for which Towe All that Iam, doth rake 
me confident You will notl e offended,itT tc2 vou My love is ver= 
ruous, were it otherwile, I ſhould cl<&tas you premonith yourh, 
And prodigall blood: And father, I thitixe here I thew wy ſelte your 
daughier, noram] Wichour good preſidenttoo : how wany fine 
Young noble Ladies, in this Faiery Ile, Have marchtwith reverend 
age ? and liveas they Were borne from Natures puritie, free trom 
ſtaine Of ſen{u.ll imputation, by their Loves, Deriving heavenly 
honours to themſelves 'Bove merit ot equality. 
Cor, No more, heavens bleſſing and mine 
Light on thee, ſha't have Rufuas, 
Sel... I would not leave Rrefaldo for a world 
Of raſh untemperate youth, belecve it fir, 
Cor, Keffaldo,heard you that ? ſhe fayes the would nor 
Leave you fora world of other men. 
Auf. NorlT for thouſand worlds torſake my Love. 
Come ſeale ic with a kiffe, another, another. another, 
Cor, Asclofe as Cockles. 
Ryf. Oh, that we were married ! 'cis death to ſtay the 
Ceremonies, would we were a bed rogether, | 
Cor. Tweretime I ſee wee were at conference, To confirme all 
pt. Yr the mariage, You being agreed,I think we ſhall nor differ 
In other circumſtance, and 'twere finne roler That keepe your joycs 
afunder by delay: Pleaſe you weele have ſome trearies. 
Ruf. Muſt willingly, O my bird, my Chicke, my Dove, 
My Amcrica, my new-tound world, I (hall horrly 
Run backe into one and twenty againe. 
Exeunt Cornelio and Retfalds, 
Sel. Wirth what agility he moves himſelfe, 
As he were ma/e of ayre ? Iet weaknefke rax 
Our incqualicy, I havea minde 
Can eatily conterne what the worlds malice 
Oar of ics owne firtt geilrinefſe can throw 


Upon our loves, ſhall beenough tor me 
fn Thus 
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Thus to zonvince the world of ſo much baſeneſſe, 
[odg'd in luxurious thovghts, by my chaſte choughee. 
Rofaldo, thou art mine, all crime, me thinks, | 
Ts flow, till we be aCtually poſſcſ 
Ot mucuall enjoying. Stay, who 's this? 

Enter Fenkin, and bis Page FocareBo, 
The Welfhman that delivers his affe&ion 
Ar ſecond hand to me. 

Tex, Looke yon Pages, where our Sweet-hearts and Pigfe 
nies be, and her could tell whar to ſay co her now, know her 
heart very well, but pogs upon her, cannor aule her know. 
ledge ſpeake Rethoricks, and Oratories, and fine words to 
her ? looke you kanow better rofight, and cur doublers with 
ker Welth glanes, marke you. | | 

Toe, Sir, will you loſe this opportunitie, youle curſe 
your ſelfe in Welſh, two or three dayes together for'r. 

Ten, Sentilwoman, it her knawnot her name, was Tenkey, 
borne in Wales, came of pig houſes,and pritriſh bloods, was 

have great hils and mountaines aule her owne, when was get 
"m again,any was her couſins, and ourCountrey man was ne- 
ver conquered, bur alwayes have the victories pravely., have 
her Armes and ſcuſhrins, to know that ſay you, was give in 
her creſts great deal of monfters,& Dragons, kill 'm wirh their 
hooks, very valiantly, as any Sentelman in the whole world : 
pray you now was pleaſe you placeher affeftions and good- 
wils upon her, in wayes of make-money, marke you reale 
plainly, Zerkiz was love her very honeltly, elſe pox upon her, 
and her will fight in her canſe, and quarrels, long as have any 
plood in her bellies and backs roo, marxe you, 

Sel. Sir, I am boundco you for the afte&tion 
Youcaſt on mee, 'tis far above my merit. 

Ten, Merits ſay you ? aw te merits are awle baniſhed cur 
Countries and Nations, you know dat : pray you was her 
love Tenkn ? 

Sel. Love you, fir ? I know not 
How tobe ſo inhamane, nor to love you, 

Your parts deſerve a nobler objet, Iam not 


Worthy 


| PT 


| GEES 


hunger-taru'd Raicall, 
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Worthy ſo much opinion of your love, 
Bur wherein I may doe you ſervice (ir, 


Ext# Stlina, 


You ſhall command Selnes. 


Fen. Shall her,was make her meanes and fatisfeftions war- 


rant her, or ſay S-mkin was Sentleman of Wales, fay you now 
Pag<s, was have her marrimonies and wedlocks very faſt, 
looke you, and when was get her awſe her conſins, was ma © 


+ Joyes and gratulacion for her good fortun.'s upon her w.'ſh 


Harpes, know you dat very well Pages? her ferre her ſhall 
bee Knighred one dayes, and have great cumulations uf ur- 
{hips, honours, and dignities r00,4 grear while agoe. 

Foc, And great Caſtles ithaire. 

Fen, Was give awle our lands, and craggy Tenzments in 
Walcs away co our coufta vp [hn, and live her ſelte here 
upun very good faſhions, wich our monies and mighty ri- 
ches, when her can ger 'em. 


| Emter Infortrems, 

Infer, How now, whicher {© taſt, man ? thou maift getto 
hcl] by nizhr, aud choa goeſt bur an Aldermans pace. 

Fen, By Cats blood, her will goe co the Devill and her 
Ii, what is that to her? 

Infor. Cry you mercy, your name is Maſter Fexk2r. 

Fen, And what have her to ſay ro Matter Jenkin ? Tenkin 
18 as good names as her owne, pray you was good Sencleman 
as her ſelte, know very well, ay you now? 
|  Tifor. Godboy, tir, 
' - Fen. Boyes, does her call her boyes ? harke you her ? her 
name is Jenkin, her be no boyes, no ſhildren, 

T:for. T will not be uſed (o, | 

Ten. Her ſhall bee ns'd worſe, and her call Fenkir boyes 
was knocke as tall a man as her iclfe, an welſh plood bee up, 
looke you. | | 
| Trfor. Can ſhelove Rufdds ? 'ris impoſſible, 

In. Piple pables, 'ris very poſlible. 

T:ifor. His boJy has more dileaſes chan an Hvſpiall, an 
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Ten. Rabkals ? ſheſhn ! was never ſuchnames and appella- 
tions put upon her, awle her dayes, Becar her will make you 
you [cat up awle her words and ignominies, or her-plade 
ſhall make holes in your bellies diggon. 

Infor. Avery puffe, a weake Canniball. 

Jen, Hey, pufte, and Cannibals, if che Devill bee in your 
mourhes,her will picke your teeths wich her welſh plade,and 
pay you forall your puffes, and Cannibals,warranther. 

Tzfor. Bur 'ris her fault alone impudent woman: 

Oh, may you like Nzrciſſs-perith by 
Your face, the fall of others, or unpiryed 
Of heaven and earth, dye loathſome ! I conld cnrſe. 

Ten, Her can curſe, and fweare too. looke you now, 

Tsfor, Pardondivineſt fex, paſhons doe force 
My reaſon-from me, Tdoe ſubmit, 

Crave pardon, as your creature, 

ex. Nay, and her crave pardons, and make ſubmiſſions, 
Jenkin was put up awle her angers and indignations, fare- 
well. | Exit cum Tocarelk, 

Tzfor. Oh, Selina ! 

Thouart roo much an Adamant - 

Todraw my ſoule unto thee, cither be - 
Sofcer, orleſſe attraftive : but Rufaldo, 

'Tis depth of witchcraft, oh, Icould be mad, 
Beyondall patience mad, it is ſome malice 
Hach laid this poyſon on her, 


Enter Gorgon with a letter, 

Gor. Here's Infortunio. Alas, poore Gentleman, littie 
does he thinke what blacke and white is here, a bitter hand- 
fall of commendatioas to him, my young MNiſtris is mad of 
the old Cocks-combe, and will 'marry him almoft wichour 
asking; I cannot cell, bur if ſhee doe nor cuckold him, and 
make him crye cornes on his roesere hee dye, hee has fooles 
fortune, for a wiſe man would bee ont of hope to. avoyd ir, 
he ſpies me. | 

Inf, Whither running, Gorges 2 | 


| Gorg. 
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Gorg. Not our of my wir, Sir, I have a Lerterfrom my 
yong Mitris Sel;ns,muſt in all haſte havecleanly conveyance 
ro old Ruflas, | 

Inf. Let me bur ſee the direftions. To my beloved friend 
Maſter R»fzlds : 'risa lye, ſhe was miſtaken, ir was I ſhould 
owe this appellation, Ile notbelceve the ſuperſcription, 'tis 
a painted face, ['de ſee the heart on'r. 

Gorg. T hope, fir, you will nor throw open the ſheer, and 
diſcover my Miſtris ſecrets ? How he ſtares ! 

Tif. Ttyou love me, and with me conftant, bee your owne 
friend, and lerour marriage day begin with the next mor- 
ning : thine, mine. Oh Selina, ſhe's mad. All womankinde 
is mad; and T am mad: whom ſhall I rend in peeces for 
my wrongs, and as with Aromes fill this poyſoned Ayre, 
Rufalds ? Stay, is not ſhea creaturerationall ? Oh no, there 


is no ſparke of narure in her, all is ſunke, loſt forever : ſtay, 


ſtay, ſee. , | 

Gorg. He has made a Taylors bill on'c, torn't apeeces ere 
ic be diſcharg'd : What ſhall T doe? 

Tf. This ts Meaias brother corne in peeces, 

And this the way where ſhe wich Lon: flics, 
T om Colchos, come nor neere 'em, (ee, looke, 
Thar's an arme rent off, 

Gorg. This ? | 

Inf, And the hand beckens us 
Tocry out murder. 

Gorg. Ilebut hold icby the hand. 

Tif. That's aleg o'th boy. 

Gorg. This (ir, aleg, it ſhall goz with me chen. 

Inj. There, there tis, head and yellow curled locks, 

His eyes arefull of teares, now they doeſtare, 
To fee whereall his other members lye. 

Gorg. So I have all his quarters, Ile preſently, fir, get 
poles for em, and hang 'em upon the Gares in their poſtures 
tor you, Exu, 

Tf. But ſhe and Tiſoxare both flipr, and Arger is 
Sayling home co Greece, ſee howthe waves Dae, 
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Doe toffe the Veſſell, and the windes conſpire 

Todaſi ir 'gaioſt a Rocke, ir rides upon 

A watery mounrtaine, and ishid in clouds, 

T: cannot ſtay there, now, now, it rumbles, 

Three facham bcneath Hell, jer'em goe, 

Here comes the farher of Afedez now, 

Calling in vaine unto the guds, and (pies 

His Sonnes limbes rhrowne abour, in ttead of flowers, 
To hisDaughters nuprials he does take 'em up, 

He knowes the face, and now he teares his haire, 

And raves, and cries de, poure old mar, 

Command a funera!! pile tor thy young Child, 

And lay the pretty limbes on, trom whoſe aſhes 

Shaſt have another Sonne i'th ſhape of Phenix, 

Shail I? excelle::r! Prepare a fire 
All of ſweer wood tor my ſweer boy, a fire,a fire, Exat, 


- \ 


—— uw. 


Aus tertius, Scena prima, 


Enter Rif. ildo, 


Riff. 'Tis nowearly day : fie, what along night hath this 
be:n2 ? the Sunne went drunke to bed the laſt night, and 
could nor ſee to riſe this morning : I could hardly winke, I 
am fare, love kepr me waking, and the expettation of this 
my wedding daydid fo caper in my braines, I rhought of 
nothing bur dancing the ſhaking of the ſheers with my ſweer- 
hearc. Tc is certaine, I am yong every body now tels mee, 
ſo it did appeare by Selmz's conſemiing fo ſoone to love, for 
when I had bur broke the Ice of my affeftion, ſhee fell over 
head and eares in love with me z was ever man ſo happy as T1 
am? Tdoe feele, I doe feele my.yeeres fall off, as the raine 
from a man that comes dropping in, I doe teele my ſelfe every 
day grow yonger and yonger (till, ler mee ſee, an hundred 
yeeres hence, it T live to'r, I fhall bee newour of my teenes, 
and running into yecres of difcretion agen; Well, T will 

now 
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now to Mafter Comelios, and bid 'em good morrow with a 
nnyſe of Muficians, and to ſee the very — of Muſicke, 


how my heart leapes and dances, ar my wedding already ! 
I have beſpoke che Parſon to marry us, and have promiſed 
a double fee for expedition. O now I am ſo proud of my 
Joy, my feer doe not know” What ground they ſtand on. 
{i Ext, 
Exter Jer.kin and Jocarello, | 

Ten, Tenkin has riſen very early thi: mornings, and beene 
mm ltadies and contemplations, ro make ditties and terſes 
upor: her Mittris beaucies and pu'chrirudes, bur the Devil's 
ſure i theſe Poerries, they call ir Furics and Raprures, look 
y::u, but T-kzns pare is almoſt mad, and yer j1er cannot awle 
herinventions meete with theſe Furics and Raprures. 


Enter Selina in Shepheards weeds, 

Se}. Thus tarre I have paft without diſcovery : the mor- 
ning is auſpicious to my flight, Selize,. what an alteration 
hath a day made in thee, chat to prevent thy ſo deſired mar- 
riage, thou arcthus loft in a maſculine habir, and doſt flie 
him? chou didft ſo mach love aged Ryfaldo, in what a Le- 
thargy wert tho falne, Selina ? 

Ten, Tocarello, does her nor name Selins ? "tis no very 
good manners to make interruptions, her will heare more, 
looke you. 

Sz. Whither had reaſon ſo withdrawne it ſelke ? 

T could not maxe diftintion of a man, 
From tuch a heape ot age, aches and rheume : 
Sure I was mad, and doth increaſe my fury, 
To thinke wich whata violence | ran 
 Toimbrace ſuch rortennefle, O my guilry ſoule 
Dorh feele the punifhment of the injury 
T did to Infortwnio of late, 
- Of whom as IT deff-ire, ſo ſhall the world, 
Ever to know againe hapleſſc Sms. 
This is the morne the ſacred Rites ſhouldtic 
Me to Ryfaldoy ripe in expettarion, 
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Bur like Ixior he ſhall graſpe a Cloud, 

My erapty cloathes at home, Selina chus 

.Ts curn'd a Shepheard, and will rric her fortune ; 

Hardby che Shepheards have their ſhady dwellings, 

There ler Selinaend her hapleſle dayes, 

Father and all farewell. Thus as Felice 

My other Siſter, Ie weare our my lite, 

Farre from your knowledge: ſacred love commands 
Revenge andjuſtice for my cruelry, 

And reaſon now awak'd ſhall lead me to it, 

Thus Tam fate, I goe ro finde our that, 
Wiil meer mee every where,a juſt fad fate. Exit, 

Te, Pages, have her ſeene treames and apparicions? hark 
you, was Selinaturn'd Shepheardefle, pray you ? . 

I.c. Eicher wee dreame, or this was Selina, your Miſtris 
that is turn'd into breeches, and become a Shepheard ; the 
caſe is alrered. 

Ter, Whar a tevill is in the matters and bdſineſſes, pray 
you? caſes never was knorven ſuch caſes and alterations in 
awle her lite, womans never weare preeches in Wales, 'tis 
nor poſlible, we are awleintreames and viſions, very treames 
and viſtons, 

| Toe. Sureweare awle awak'd, fir, ad 1 it was Selina, did 
(hee nor ſay ſhee would obſcure her ſelfe from her Fathers 
knowledge,and live among the Shepheards hard by 2. 

Ten, Ir maybe, Dt | itis very impoſlible, 


Enter Cornelio, Rufalda, Antonio, Hilaris. 
Cor. Tamamazd, when was ſhe {zene ? 
Ant, Not to day, ſir, T have ſearchr her Chamber, Re al- 
moſt turn'd it out ath' window, but no. Selina. 
Raf. It is very ſtrange, is nor your man Gorgon come back ? 
Cor, Whar fhould this —_— it is a ſtrange abſence, 
arh' wedding daytoo. 
Ryf. That angers me moſt, fir. 
Cor, My heart miſgives mee, ſome fatall accident upon 
my life, is hapned to her, 
Enter 
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Enter a Servant. 
Ryf. Haſt thou happy newes ? 


Ser, Ihavetravelled all the Towne o're, and can meetno 
intelligence of hier. 
Cor. Bedumbe, night-Raven, ſhe's loſt, ſhe's loſt, 
The Fates ſure make conſpiracy to take 
My Daughters from me : oneI loſt becauſe 
I would nor give her, and I have repented. 
Fulljuſticefor ic, and am fo nnhappy 
Tolofe Selinatoo ? bur Ie nor (leepe, . 
LL otyl I finde her either alive or dead. 
Kyfaldo, you have intereſt in this ſorrow, 
Joyne in the inquifition, Oh my Girle Selina. 
| Extt.. 
Ruf. Have T beene yorg for this? if I finde her nor, 1 will 
run, I willrun, T will run mad,mad. | Exit. 
Ant. No more, I know where her clothes be : if it rake, 
| A a my invention : I have coozened my owne Father 
ore now, and I will trie new conclufions, bnr I muſt have 
ty aſſiſtance and ſecrecie : if my Siſter havea conceir of 
mirthto pur upon us,] may:chance pur her to prove her ſclte 
Seina,or remove her with a Habeas corpwe. 


Exermt Antonio, Hullaria, 


Fn, Tocareloes, awle is tre, Selina is gone in Shepheards 
veſtiments ro the woods and Forreſts, bur her will make tra- 
vels and ambularions after her:never was Sentilman ich' hole 
world Joveas Ik now, to make journeyes and peregrinz» 
tions for a womans, looke you : bur ifher finde her, as know 
her very well her will there make awle ſure works and per= 
formances, warrant you Pages, here is moneyes, pray you 
make proviſions of breads and victuals too, know vds are 
very bare places, and Shenkgn was alwayes have cud ſtomacks 
andapperites, lookeyou, pray you, doe, pray you, doe. 

| Exenunt, 
CoM 
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CoMPLEMENT-SCHOOLE. 
Enter G :ſþ zr0 babited punfually, Adaftcr of the $chook, 
ard Gorgon bus Uſher, 

Gaſs. Bee the hangings vp, Crrcwdio, and all the Chaires 
and Stooles pur into —_— ? the day is old, mce thinkes, 
cime runs faſt, merhinkes, upon the minute, brings my diſci- 
pies. Doe my bils of complement till reliſh, Cxrczlze, doe 
they pleaſe the pallat, ha? 

Gorg. My moſt ingenious and nob'e Criricotaſter, brave= 
ly bils, pils you ſhonld iay, nor tac'd, bur lin'd, with gold 
they ſwallow *cm greedilv, and {ti]] lockero''cm, and cons 
glomerate my {onne and heire of che Muſes : a proclamarion 
is as quiet as the poore mans box, no wan lookes after ir, 
not a Balladmonger has any audie: ce : bur hapjy is the man 
that rides firſt poaſt io your papers ag; cries admirable: your 
old men Jooke upon'em wict: their ſpeRacles,as they would 
eyean obligxion wichin a minure of torteyrure, 

G-$. Thou haſt eaten up the furies already, and ſpeakeſt 
all buskins, bur cloſe walke in the clouds, yer I have nor 
heard of any Myuntebauke of wicdurſt ever attempt to {cr 
ap ſhop arti” trade ye. :buc whilt [Uſher, take your place. 


Enter Bubulcus. 

Gorg. Foot "ris Bubulcwus, | 

Bub. This is the Complement-Schoole. He dancer. 

Gorg. Three curs and a halt:, hey. I give you, fir, gene- 
rous falntacion, and with a faire morne d-{cend upon you : 
thrice Noble Spirit, welcome, docs your worſhipdelire to 
be ſrrinkled with the drops of He!!:cor, ro gather che Pippins 
of Pzm.ſſus, and have your forchead filliced with Apolimnear 
Baycs, cr] aurcl? 

Bub. Troth, ſir, T doe nor know how to confter what 
you lay, althongh I know ic be La: tne, fir : che cauſe of my 
comming co you, 18 to fer you uad-<ritand, thar here is a 
Complcment-Sch-»ole, and | have great defire ro bee taughe 


ſome ut your ligarics, 4nd brave wo:ds, I doe means to Py 
[: 
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for't ſoundly too, fir: Ithanke my ſtares, as they ſay, I have 
ready mony abour me. 

Gorg. You ſhall bee verberated, and reverberated, my ex- 
at peece of ſtolidicy : pleaſe you draw neere, there is the 
ſtarre of Eloquence, under whom I am an Hypodidajca#, in 
Engliſb, his Uther. 

Bub. A Gentleman [lſher at leaſt, | 

Gorg. Approach withour feare: here is a Pupill, fir,deſires 
to ſacke che hony of your eloquence, hee is a Gentlemanin 
Folis, 

G:. Youracceſſion is gratefull,my moſt gentile lump of 


inlipience : what complement doth arride the pallate of your 
generoficie ? 


Bub, What ſayes he pray, in Engliſh? 
Gorg, Hee askes whar kinde of verboliry you would bee 
prattis'din? becauſe I perceive you areraw, I will deſcend 


ro your capaciry, hee askes what Complement you would 
learne ? 


Bm. Why looke you, fir, I would have two kindes of 
Complements : for, fir, [am inlove, andTI amin hate. 

G :#. How? in love, and hate too ? | 

Bub. Yes, 1am in love with a Wench, and wou!d have a 
delicare ſpeech for her, and I am in hare wicha Gentleman, a 
yong Animall, and I would kill himnow without danger of 


che Law : to tell you true, he did abu(e me in the preſence 


of my ſweer-hearr, and did ( ſaving this good company 
kifſe fs backſide. ONE TIER yy 

Gorg, How? 

Bb. Bur it was wich his foor, fir : now in regard | have 
not the heart ro kill him wich my ſword, I would cur him in 
peeces, and murder him wich mouch-guas :  looke you, 
fir, here's money, pleaſe your felte: bur I pray you give mee 
2 powdering ſpeech, for I would blow himup : I beſeech 
you, it ever you pur gall into your Inke, make ir a biccer 


ſpeech. 


C Gaſp. ©”, I'willdrawyou a ſublime fpeeah hall conjure 
im, 


E Bb 


z ag 
* 7 8,40 2 C 


— _ 7 = s > k. = ne 4 a4% as 
OY oy -- © Fazd - -. by ; Log =: - % > 
T — TELDCAS Gs 1. as 14 of - - 


28 The Schools of Complement. 


Bu. Pray doe, for he has a great ſpirit in him. 

G4ſp. Ulſher,in rhe meane time entertaine him wich ſome 
Copie of amarous complement. 

Gorg. There is an [fhers fee belongs to my place. 

B:b, Here's gold for your fee, I received ir for good fee 
{i1wmple, T am ſare. +; <s 

Gorg. Simple, Tam fare : fo, fir, looke you, Tſhhould reach 
yon to make a leg firſt, but cheſe poſtures anon. 
Reiplendent Miſtris, for thy face doth farre 
Excel] all other, like a blazing Starre 
We mortals wonder at, vouchſife to caſt 
Our of thoſe ſparkling Diamondeyes thor haſt, 

A ſacred influence on thy vowed creature, 
Thar is confounded with thy forme ani feature. 

Bub. Admirable ! 

Gog. Goddefle of Cyprus. 

Bub. Stay, 1 doe nor like that word Cypres, for ſhee'le 
thi-ke I meane ro make Hacbands on her, cannor you call her 
Tatfata Goddefle, or if you goetoſtuffe, cloth a Gold were 
richer, 

Gorg. Ohther's a conceir, Cyprus is the embleme of mor- 
ning, and here by Cyprws you declare how much you pine 
and mourne after her, ſar. 

Bub. Very gaod, pray you g0e on. 

Gorg. Goddeſfe ct Cypri, Venus 15 a flat. 

Bub. Stay, who doe I call{lurnow ? the Goddeſlle of Cy- 


pri, Venus, or my Love? 


Gorg. Youdde tell the Goddefſz, that Venzw is aſlur, 

Bub. I doe ſo. 

Gor. For thow art Venus faire, and ſhe iy nor, 

Bub. How is ſhe Vers faire, when thar I call her ſlur ce 


her face ? 


Gorg, No far, your love is Venw faire, and ſhe is not 2 


That makes plaine the ether, that ſhe is aflur, 


Q that I werea flea npon thy lip, 
There would I ſuckefor ever, and not 8kip. 


Bub, Sucke ? 


Gorg, 
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Gorg, That is, you would not bite her by the lip. 
Or if thou think*ſt T there roo high am plaſte, 
Tle be content to ſucke below thy walte, 
Bb, Which fide he pleaſe. | 
Goig, Thy foote I'de willing kiffe, but that I know, | 
Thou wouldft nor have thy ſervant ftoope lo low. | 
She will give you leave to kifſc higher. 
Oh ſpeake thou, wilt be mine? and I will be 
The trueſt Worme e're trod on {hoo to thee. 
Bub. Worme? \ | 
Gorg. By Worme you doe inlinuate and wriggle your | 
ſelfe intro your affeftion, and (he by ſhoo will conceive your | 
defire the lengrth of her fooce : how doe you like ir, fir? | 
Bb. I would nor for forty pounds bur I had come ro "y. 
complement : why, Thall beeable in a {mall cime to pur 'F3 
downe a reaſonable Genrlewoman. ; i 
Gorg. Oh, any ordinary Lady, you muſt get ic without 
Booke, Now to make yourlegs. 
Bub. T have two made to my hands. 
Gor, Oh, by no meanes, your legs are made to your feete. 
| Enter Delta. 
Gaſp. Beauty and gracesdwell upon the face 
Ot my diſciple Delia, it 
Del. Mules infpire you : wharat ſtudy? | 
Gaſp. Negoriaring alictle with the Mules, 8 
Gorg. See me falute her. "#1 
As many happinefles waite on Deliz, *Y 
Ay beames ſhoot from the Sunne this pleaſant morne. =} 
Del. As many thankes requite you, as rhac Sunne 
Is old in minares fince the day begun. 
Bub, Whar's ſhe, Crrculio * 
Gorg, Her Miſtreſſes b:{t moveable, a Chamber-maice, Y 
Bub, Sheisancarly riicr ; art Schoole fo ſoone ? Q 
Gorg, She is an early riſer,and yer ſomerime as foon down 
26 up,fhe cannot be quier for rhe Servingmen, 'tis her hourc 
berweene eight a clocke and her Miliris riſing, ts come 6 


diſcipline. 
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Bub. 'Tis a pretty ſmug Wench, is her name Delia? fhee 
has 2 pretty name tO, 
Gore. Oh, fir, all her credit is in her good name: it was 
Dims's the Goddefle of chaſtiry, and therefore when ſhee 
marries, ſhee may cackold her Husband by a privilege, for 
D;ana gave hornes to + Adm, 

Enter a Servingman. 
Ser, Where's Maſter Cricicorafter ? 
G #\þ. Who's that ? 
Ser, Sir, my Maiter has ſent you alirtle gold, hee deſires 
you ſend himrhe ſpeech hee ſhould ipeake ar Seffions in the 
Country, he's now riding downe. | 

Gaſp. Sir V alentine Wantbraine, that has never a Clarke ? 

Ser. The ſame, Sir. 

Gaſp. Newly put into-Commiſſion for the peace, being 
puiſne, itfals ro him ro-give the charge. I have drawne ir, 
Jer me ſee in Comatu,ec. here, read tr, Curculo, he may the 
berrer inſtru his Maſter, a couch, a touch. 

Gorg. Good men of rhe Jury tor chis Seſſion, IT willnor 
implicate yon with ambages and circomftances, Tam nnwil- 
ling ro confound your lictle wits with affefted diviſions of 
my narration, into quis, quid, qreomeds, and qrandees ; I will 
neither utter by grotſe, nor part my ſpeech into a doozen cf 
long points, knorred often in the middle, and vnrag'd in the 
end ; you are to preſent Malefaftors, whereof you are the 
chiete ——— Reformers, and ſeeing you ſtand ready tor 
your charge, I will givefirero this great peece of ſervice, and 
ſcnd you all off witha powder, char in any caſe we way goe 
to dinner berimes,&c. 

Gaſp. So, tis enough : beare my refpe&ts royour Maſter, 
rel] him 'cis a ſpeech will doe him credic, bid him learne ir 
perfeAaly wichonr Booke. 

Gorg. Anddoeyou heare, if he chance to bee at a nonplar, 
he may helpe himfelfe wich his beardand handkercher, or it 
will bee a good poſtore for his hand now and then to bee 
fumbling with his bandftrings, Farewell, 


Exit Servant. 
Enter 
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Gajp. Miſtris AdeauBa, the Suanc of honour ſhine upon 
your hopes, till ir ſublime you toa Ladiſhip : I will attend 
you preſently, 


Med. Sirra, bid your fellow make ready the Caroch, and 


atrend mee here abort an houre hence, I will ride home. 

Bub. What Gentlewoman is that ? ; 

Gor, An old Country Gentlewoman,that hath brricd her 
Husband lately, and comes up tobe a Lady, for ſhee ſweares 
ſhe will not marry any more Gentlemen : (hee is fallen out 
with jw of Peaces wife in the Country, and thee will 
have a Knight, though ſhe pay for his Horſe-hire, ro fpight 
her neighbours. 

Gaſp. A word with you, fir. 

Bb. Your friend and Mafter Bubu/cw. Ha you done, fir ? 

Ge. The Cupidinzan fires burne in my breſt, 

And like the Oven Etna, Tam foll - 

Of Squibs and Crackers, 

Bu. This will powder him, | 
Gorg. Lady, wounded by your beauty, I will acknow- 
tedge mercy if you kill me nor, yet rather murther mee, than 
valnerareftill your creature, unlefle you meane ro medicine 
where you have hurt, and I implore no better remedy 
than I way derive from the inſtrument wherewich you pier- 
ced me, like Achittes Speare ; your eye having ſhor lightning 
into my breſt, hath power with a ſmile to ferch ont the con- 
ſumming fire, aud yertleave my hearvinflam'd. - 

Del. Sir, although where I ary nor guilty of offence, T 
might deny juſtly, ro deſcend to a fatisfaGtion : yer rather 
then I would bee counted a murtherer, I would fiudy to pre- 
ſerve ſd ſweet a modell as your ſelfe; and ſince you defire my 
on which enflamed you, ſhould with the verue of a gracious 


wile make yon happy in your fire, it ſhall ſhine as you would. 


w—_ * and difclaime that beame fkal} ſhine upon another 
ject. | 
Cog. So, very well, this is your cunning lefſon. 
| Knocke withm, 
E 3 Goſp. 


5 
 —— ——— ——— —— c_ __ _— 
p _—_ . WI © — _ 


—_— Ex —_—_— 
, C : 4 T= - 
Cy -_— hs — _ 
| —_ — — h_ - 202 ——_— 
=" _ 
IST _— - ” Se 
. = : 


1 ey >7 


32 The Sthoole of Compliment. 
Gaſp. Some ftrangers, Curculjo. 
Gorg. Sir, the Country comes in upon us. 


Enter an old man with bis Sore, 
O/a. Is not here a Complement-Schoole ? 
Gaſp.. A Schoole of generons education, fir. 
Od. I have brought my Sonneto bee a Scholler, I doe 
meanec to make him a Courtier, I have an offer of five or fix 


- Offices for my money, and I wonld have him firſt raught ro 


{peake. 
Bub, He is a great childe, cannot he ſpeake yet ? 


Gp. In whar kinde of Complemenr, pleaſe you, vene- 
cable Sir, ro beedottrinated ? Bur we will withdraw, 


Enter a Gentleman. 
Gent, Come, for another lefſon, my baave Alars, 
Now T ama fit co quarrell with the Starres, | 
Aud carch at Fove, 


Bub, Whar's hee? 


Goyg. Orlando Faro, 
Gent, By the blood-ſtaind fauchion of Aſzxors T will car- 


bonado thee, keepe off, or in my fury I will cut thee into 
Aromes, and blow thee abour the world. 

Bub. I hope he does bur complement. 

Gent, I will ouc-labour Dve-borne Heroutes, 
And ina great fury ranfack Hell: 
Teare from the Siſters their contorced curles, 
And wrack the Deſtinieg on Ixions Whcele, 
Braine Proferpine wich Siſzphs rowling itone, 
And in a brazen Caldron choakt with Lead, 
Boyle mos, Eacus,'and Radamant, 
Throw Pl headlong into mooriſh Fennes, 
And ſooty Regions. | 
Dam up Cocirus with tormented ſoule, 
And batter downe the brazen gates of Hell, 
Make the Infernall chree-chapr Band-dog rore. 


len) kk. et as a6... 


Cram T antalus wich Apples, laſh rhe Ficnds 
__ With 
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Wich Whips of Snakes, and poyſoned Scorpions, 


Snatch chain'd Prometheus from the Vulrures maw, 
And feede him with her liver, make old Ch:r9 
Wattbacke againe the ſoules, or buffer him 
With his owne Qares to death. p 
Gore. So, ſo, 'tis well, you ſhall take forth a new leſſon, 
fit downe and breache. 
> Bub. 'Twas adevilliſh good (peech. 


Enter a Inffice of Peaces Chrke, Ingentols. 

Ing. Oh, why did nature make thee faire and cruel] > 

Bub, Whar ſpruce tcllow's this ? 

Gor, He1s an hundred and fifty pounds a yard in potertz2, 
a Yeomans ſonne, and Juſtice of Peaces Clarke, he is in love 
wich a Farmers daughter, and thus kee ſpeakes his paſſion in 
blanke verſe, 
 Trge. Thonart ſome Goddeſfe, that to amaze the earth 
With thy celeſtiall preſence, hath pur on 
The habirof a morrcall, gods ſometimes 
Would vifite Countrey houſes, and guild or: 
A ſublunary habitation 
Wirh glory of their preſence, and make Heaven 
Deſcend into an Hermitage : Sure thy facher 
Was Maia lonne, diſguis'd in Shepheards weeds, 
And thon doſt come from Tore, no marvell then 
We Swaines doe wonder at thee, and adore, 
Ven her ſelte, the Qaeene of Cytheron, 
When ſke is ridingthrough the milky way, 
Drawne with whice Doves, is but a blowze, and muſt, 
When thou appeareſt, leave her Bird-drawne Coach, 
Aud give thercines to thee, and trudge afoot 
Along the Heavenly plaines, paved with ſtares, 
In darty of thy ga {cg while the gods 
Looking amaz'd from their criftall windowes, 
Wonder what new-come Deity doth call 
Them tothy adoration, is 

Bb. O, heaveuly Farmers daughter ! 

| Go". 
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Gor, Itecall himin ; Inyenil ! | 
Cls. Your fervant, fir. Lady, Tkiffe your hatid, and' t6- 

verence the antiquity of your veſtrtient, Deka. Fortune ler 

fall her riches on thy head, that thon nuiſt fill thy apron. 

Tam your humble obſervicer, and wifh you all cumulacions 

of proſperity. 

Bub. Sic, I defire to ſucke below your waſte. _ 

Cl:, Idoeevaculate my ſelte ro be your fhadowes, my ge- 
nerous condiſciples. 

Gor, This is Scholler-like. 

Bub, Hee's ene of the head forme, I warrant. 


Enter Gaſþ.zro, the vid man and bu ſonne. 


Gaſp. Sir, I receive your ſonne, and will winde op his in- 
geny, feare ir nor, bur firſt he muſt be under my [ſher, wha 
muſt reach him che poſtures of his body, how ro makelegs 
and cringes, aud then he ſhall be advanced ro a higher Claſſe, 
Curculio, licke him with your merchod into ſome proportion, 
take off the roughneſlc of his behaviour, atd chen give him 
the principles of ſfaluration. 

O'd. Law you there, boy, he will teachyou the principles 
of {altation- Well, good-morrow, fir, le leave my Tcwell 
- Gor, Your Jewell may havethe grace to bee hang'd one 

Y. 


Enter Ferkin, Exit ol man. 
Ten, Blefl: you Sentlemen awle, and your ſtudies and con- 
templations: is here a Schoole of Complements,pray you? 
Gaſp. A placeoft generous breeding. 
lex, Generous preeding,'harke yon, her name was Jerr- 
kin, a good Sentleman, "tis knowne, her rake vo pleafures 
and delcations in urds and phraſes of Rhetricks; Welſe- 
men have awleheart$and fidelicies, marke you, her was going 
along pour creat bnſmeffe, but caſting her eyes and viſions 
upon your Pils and fienificartons of yonr skils & profeſſions, 
looke you, her come in, to ſee the fafhions and manners of 
yourexerciſes, and yer if your __ has any MNadrigals 
2nd Paſtorall Canticks, looke 'you, tor in ET 
| rics 
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ties was going now to the Uds and Forreſts, and meane to 
turne She$heards goddillings, her will give you good pay- 
rents of awle your inventions, and Muſes, pray yon now. 


Gs. Amorous Paſtorals? I can farnifhyou, venerable fir, 
T urne, Amarillis, to thy Sroame, | 
T by Damon cals thee backe ag1ine, 
Here it apretty Arbor by, 
Where Apollo cannot pry, 
Here kt's ſit, and while T play 
Sing to my pipe a Roundelay. 
How like you ir, fir? 
7en, Roundelayes very good, here is moneyes and con- 
fiderarions, looke you. 
Gor, We acknowledge your bounty, my Tenth-worthy. 
Gaſp. So Miſtris, I havetreſpaſs'd on your paticace, now 
-T will cake occaſion by the fore-locke, You can fay your le- 
ure: have you your hand-kercher ready, that when a Sutor 
comes, you may pnt him off with wiping youreyes, as if 
reares ſtood in 'emever fince your Husband was buried : well, 
ſuppoſe I have had accefſe ro your Chamber, I begin, Lady, 
chinke ir not ſtrange, if Love which is ative in my.boſome, 
force me ro turne peritioner, that I may bereckoned amongſt 
your ſervants ; all my ambition, ſweeteſt, is to be made hap- 
py inyour affetion, which I will Rady ro deſerve in my ut- 
moſt poſſibilities, 
Med. Alas, alas, I had a husband. 
Gafp. Very well counterfeiced, nay weepe not, thoſe cyes 
were made to ſhine, not waſte with dew : if it bee for the re- 


membrance of him you haveloſt, recover him againe, by pla- 


cing your goodopinion on a man fhall ſwearto doe you ſer- 
vices. | 
Ated. It doth nor, fir, become our modeſty 

To talke of love fo ſoone, you will renew 

My paſſion for his loffe, and draw downeteares 

Afeſh upon his Hearſe : you doe nor well 

T opprefle a widdow thus, I pray, far, leave me, 

Acleaſt I will enjoyne you, it you ſtay, 4 
F © 
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To ſpeake no more of love, it is unwelcome, 
Whar, am I perf ? fv; 

Gap. So 'rwas very well.at the nextleflon you fhall learne 
co be more cunn! 

Gor, Wilc Sleals e you heare the Novice ? 

Gaſp. Gool boy, ſpeake our. 

Off. God fave you, fir, felicities bee accumulated upon 
you, fir, I thanke you generous fir, you oblige mee ro bee 
your ſervant, fir, in all my ——p——0-——{—— pofſibi- 
lity, far, 1 honour your remembrance, fir, and ſhall be proud 
to doe you my obſervance, fir, moſt noble jr. 

Gp. Very hopetull now : areperition all together, the 
more, the merrier. 
T hey all rehearſe at once. 
Enter Infartunio. 

Infor. What, at Barley-breake ? which couple ang.in hell ? 
are not you He'kn, whoſe inſatiate luſt rain'd faire 1llirm ? 
and you fir Parie with a golden noſe ? harke you, Rufaldo is 
married ro Selina, 

Bub. Who? thar's my father in Law. 

Isfor. How, yourfather ? looke, hee has cloven feete I am 

lad I have found you, whatare you in hell for ? 

G-ſp. Infinuare ro 'em all for their owne laferies, hee's 
Jeſperare mad, bid none ſtirre hence. 

Infor. Hey, how came you all thus damn'd ? 

Jen, Damn'd, who's damn d ? is Jenkin damn'd? 

Gap. I beſcech you, fir, ro maintaine the credit of my 
Schoole, I fhall be undone el ſe, humour him alitcle. 

Ten. Will yon have her be damn'd ? when kereyou pray a 
Welfhman was damn'd? ofall things in he urld, her cannor 
abide to be damn'd. 

Gor. See if you canroare him away. 

Gent, Keepe off, I am Hercules, ſonne of Alcmena, 
Compreſi'd by Tove, Ile carbonado thee. 

Infof; How, art thon Herowles ? Strikes bim downe. 
Lie there, nſurper of Alcides name, 

Bold Centaure: ſo ke's dead, by chis I prove 
am 
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| Tamleveborne, 

Ten. Well, for your credics and repntations, her care not 
to be damn'd tor companies and fellowſhips, luoke you, has 
hee knock'd him downe? would hee had knock'd Zexkz 
downe. | 

Infor. Now, on wich your relations, and rell mee all the 
ſtories of your forrunes, 

'Tis Jam Hercules, ſent ro free you all. 
Wharare you dama'd for? In this Club behold 
All your releaſements. What are you? 

Gor. Stand in order and be damn d. 

C4/p. Iam che conſcience of an Utlarer, 

Who have beene damn'd theſe cwo and rwenty yeeres, 
For lending mony grtze, 

Infor, How, a U ſurer? why didſt nor 
Corrupt the Devill co fetch thy foule away ? 

Heele take a bribe for lending money gratie. 

Gaſp, Yes, fir, for thankes : I cooke no intereſt, 
 Foratthelending ofcach hundred pound, 

They brought me home ſome eweary or thirty thankes, 
Indeed *cwas paid in gold. 

Infor. Oh golden'thankes ! well, goeto, Ilerelcaſc you, 
Upon condirion you ſhall build an Hoſpicall, 

And die abegger. Whatare you? 

Gor, The foule of a Warchman. 

Infor. How came you daman'd ? conld not you watch the 
Devill > ye 0 

Gorg. He tooke mee napping on Midſummer Eve, and [ 
never dream ct on him. | 

Trnfor, Your wite had given you Opinm over night. 

Cor, No fir, I had watch'd three nights before, and be- 
cauſe I would nor winke at rwo or three drankards as 'hey 
went reeling home ar twelve aclocke at night, the Devill 
owed me a ſpight. 


Infor. Well, you ſhall bee prentice roan Alcumiſt, and 
watch his Stills aight by nigh, nor fleepe till hee ger the 
Philoſophers-ſtone, Whatare you ? B: 

F 2 Del. 
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Del. Sir, Iama Chamber-maid. 

Infor, Whatare you damn'd for ? 

Del. Nor for revealing my Miſtris ſecrets, for I kept them 
berrer than mine owne, but keeping my maiden-head ill ir 
was ftale, Jam condemn'd to lead Apes in hell. | 

Infor, Alas, poore wench, upon conditicn you will bee 
wiſe hereafter, and not rcfuſe Gentlemens proffers, learne 
pride eyery day, and painting, beſtow a courtehe nowand 
then upon the Apparitor ro keepe counſel], I releaſe you, 
rake your Apes, and Monkies away with you, and beſtow 
them on Gentlewomen, and Ladies, that want play-tellowes, 
What are you ? 

Cle. Iam an [nderfheriffe, fir, damn'd becauſe I cold the 
debtors, 'writs were out againſt em, brought 'em to compo=- 
firion withour arreſts, favoured poore men for a whole yeere 
rogether, was very goed in my Office, gaveupa juſt account 
at the yeeresend, and broke, 

Infor, Oh, miracle ! an honeſt man ! thou ſhaltbeChurch- 
warden to a Pariſh, draw the preſentments, and keepe the 

re mens box for ſevenyeeres together, 'ris pitty, bur 
thou ſhouldeſt have fifry wives, to propagarc honeft genera- 
tion, What are you? 

Med. A Juſtices wite ith' Conntrie, fir. 

Infor. And who drew your mittimws hither ? what arc you 
damn'd for? 

Mes. For refuſing Sattin gownes, and velvet petticots, 
curning backe Capons at Chriſtmas, and Seſſions times, and 
making much of one of my husbands ſervants, meerely for his 
honeſty and good ſervice towards me. £2 

Tefor, 'T is injuſtice, you ſhall bury your Husband quicke- 
ly, weare ſome blackes a while for faſhions fake, and within a 
moneth be married to his Clarke, nnlefie you will be divided 
among theServing-men. Whar are you ? 

Ola mans ſm, A younger brother, fir, borne at the larrer 
end of the weeke, and waine of rhe Moone, pur into the 
world to ſecke my owne fortnne, got a great eftate of 
wealch by gaming and wenching, bh ſo parchas'd —_ 

P 
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pily this ſtate of damnation you ſee mee in, 

[rfor. Came you in't by purchaſe ? then you doe nor 
claime ir by your fathers intereſt as an heire : well, I willeaſe 
you of the eſtate, becauſe it is Iitigious, and you ſhall make 
preſencly a bargaine and fale of ir to a Scrivener, thar ſhall boy 


ic of you, and pay you both his eares downe upon the naile 
tor ic. Whatare you ? 


" Bub, I am a Horſe<courſer. - 

Infor. And conldf not tivou ove-ride the D&yill ? 

Bb, I had nor the grace to mend my pace, I was an honeſt 
Horſe-conrſer, and luffered every t501e to ride mel knew not 
what belonged co horle-play, lt tis world kickear me, I ne- 
ver winc'd, all that T am damn'd for, i3, that deſiring torhrive 
in the world, and co have good Jucke ro horſe-flefh, I am- 
bled ro the bed ofa Parſons wife that was coltifh once, and 
_ gave her husband a Horſe for'c in good faſhion, hee never 
gave me godamercy tor'r, indeedir prov'd afterwards to have 
the Yellowes. 

Infor. There was ſome colour for't: well, ſince your occu- 
pation is foundred, you ſhall crotevery day afoor, and walke 
a knaye in the Horſe-faire, What are you ? 

Ten. Her have no mindeat a'l co be damn'd, becar her will 
fight with her and kill awle the Devils in hell : diggon. 

Gorg, Stoor,heres more adoe to get one Welfhman damn'd, 
than a whole Nation. Sir, 'cis butin jeſt. 

. Tev, Injeſts, is ic injeſts ? well, looke you, her will be con= 
tented to be damn din jefts, and merriments for you. 

Infor. You will tell me what you arc damn'd for ? 

Ten, And her bee ſo hor, was get ſome bodyes elſe to bee 
danm'd for Tenkin, her will cell her in patience, looke yon, 
her was damn'd for her valour, and ridding the urld of Mon- 
ters, looke yon, Dragons with ſeven heads, and Serpears 
with fayles a mile long, pray you. 


Infor. Oh, let me embrace thee, worthy in my armes, Ile 


charme the Deftinies for cheir bold attempt, for curring off 
thy threed, thou ſhalr car their throats, and be inſtald Lord 
in Eliſlum, Oh, letme hug thee, Owen Glandower, 


F Z | Ten, 
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Ten, Owen Glandower was her couſin pray you. 

Infor, Goe your wayes all : ſtay, take hence Prometheus 
and bury him,if you com. into hell againe,there's no relea(e- 
ment. 

Tn. So,farewell Senclemen, now her meane to make ir> 
velsand peregrinations, to the uds and plaincs, looke you, 


very tat, Good fpeed ro awte. Exit. 

Gorg. We tharke ar” cs” Hercules, 

G4ſp. Live long thou King of he!l. So, ſo,wcll done of all 
hides, here our Schoole breakes up, I might have runne mad 
like, had I nor caken off the edge of melancholy, 

Thus poore Gentleman. O Love thou art a madneſſe, 
Drawing our foules with joy, to kill wich fadnefle. 

Ffor. So, fo, poors for. 3, how glad chey are of liberty. 
This is a hot houſe, Tdoe ſcorch and broylc ; Ile ſecke the 
Elitian fields our, and dye there, 


D — 


Au quartw, Scena prima. 
Enter Antoniv dreſt in $ elixaes epparel, with HlMlaris. 


Ant, HaveI notdone my part, wench, wich confidence 
to proceed thus farre with thy facher? eicher I am infinicely 
like my fiſter, or they are all mad wich credulicy : burour 
good fathers are blinded with rheir paſſions, and rhat helps 
mee much : well, I doe bur thinke upon the nights worke, 
there lyes my maſter-piece, I have ir, 'tis for thy Gake 
Hillsria , T have afſum'd this habir, the end will ſpeake 
it, 

Hil, But what will you doe ? 4:tonio is loſt now. 

Aat, Well enough, is ſuppos'd to goe after Selins, and 
is not recurn'd yer, our of my brotherly love, they will ima- 
gine | bave bur rtakena journey in queſt of a Sifter, cime 
enough co returne agen, and hee goes farre, that never does 
weliCh by Story. 

Enter 
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Enter Bubulkus with bir ſword, 
Heres Bubulcw. 

Byb. Antonio is gone, nonewes of him : I amglad of thar, 
Thope he will come no more. 

eAnt, How now ? what meanes this? what ! ſword 

drawne ? | 

Hil. And he is whertring it. 

Ant. For heavens fake, what's the matter? 

Bub. Nay, nothing, nothing, Ido:;bur 

Hi. By my virginity you make mee afraid, whar's the 
matter ? 

An, He meanes to fight with ſome body on my life. 

Hi. Heaven defend ir, good fir, tell me. 

Bub. Bee nor afraid,Gentlewomen, for I doe bur you ſce. 

Hil. But what? 


Bub, Wher my long knife, ſome body fhall ſmart for't, 


but —— 
Ant. He does meane to challenge ſome body. 
Hi. Tcharge you, if you love,tell me who's your enemy, 
B»b. Nay, no body, Idoe not meane to fight, it Tlive. 
Ant, What ? 


B«b. Nay, nothing, ſweet Ladies, be not troubled, I doe 
bur tha 


ſword. 

Fl, Tellme rhetruth, why ? 
Bxb. I was eating Oyſters rother day, and I had never a 
knife » and ſ0.— | 

Ant, Come,come, there is ſome other matter in't, pray 
tell me. | 
Bxb. Well, you are my friends, ifyog chance to heare of 
any mans death ſhortly, rhen ſay Bubylcwe. 

Hil. Thope you doe not weane to kill any man i'th fiel 
you doe make me tremble, T'e affure you. 

Bub, No, no,ſweet-heart, do not tremble, I willbut—— 
He makes a thruſt, 


LJ —_——— 


Loſe my honour ? Ile becarv'd firſt. 


Ant, What a Capon's this ? pray let me perſwade you. 
Hil. And me, 7 NM Fe , 


Bub, 
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Bub, No, no, 'tis but in vaine ro perſwade me,I'm reſolv'd, 
if you love me, doe nor uſe any arguments! 
The Cupidinzan fres burne in my breſt, 
Andlike the Oven Et Tam full 
Of ſquibs ani crackers. I had almoſt forgot —— 

Hil. The Oven E2»., Ile bee baked then : what a fury are 
you in ? he lookes lixe the god of Warre. 

Bub. The god of Warre? I thinke Thave reaſon. Hillaria, 

[ muſt, and 1 will, andall the world ſhall nor hold me. 
H1:i. But you fhall not goe away thus,rill you be calmer, 
Bub, O thail were a fea vpon hislip, 

There wonldI ſuckeforever, aad not skip. 

I will carbonado him, his face doth farre 

Excell all other like a blazing ſtarre 

We mortals wonder at. Vouchſaſe to caft 

Off the ſparkling diamond eyes thon haſt: 

Olert me goe on, me thy vowed creature, 

Thar is confounded with thy forme and feature. 

Ant. Isthe foole mad? | 

Hil. He has ſomeching in his head, and it were ous: bat 
here comes our Fathers. 

Enter Cornelio, Rutfaldo, 

Cor. eAntonio not heard of yet? 

Ryf. This morning we wanted a Bride too, bot ſhee was 
found, mary I cryed for her firſt, Father, 'come, my Brother 
Antonio is but gone to looke his Siſter :h2, my ſweer Wench, 
when fſhal's to bed? | 

Enter Gorgon. 

Cor. T hope 'tis ſo, and yer he ſtaics too long, Here's Gor- 

gm: Sirra, where have you beeneall this day ? 

* Gorg, Indeed,fir,l have made inquifirion, both wy rongue 
and my feet have walked, but my Milſtris is not to be found 
or heardof, Ile afſure you. 

Rf. Gorgon, halt loft thy ſenſes ? here's Selma, 

Gorg., Miſtris, then we are all made. _—— He capers. 

Cor, But farra,your Maſter Antonio's gone. 

Gorg. Gone in wine, fr, for joy of his ſiſters finding agen. 


Cor, 
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Cor. Goe your wales, firra, andeither beſgant newes of 
him, orlooke-mec intheface no more, you'l inde wee jeſt 
nor. 

Gorg. Pray', fir, lec mee take my journey in the morning, 
the wedding night is farall:I hope your worſhipdoesburjeſt, 
I may bee dranke ro night, and wake early enough te bee 
gone afore day roo, I beſeech you ir, 

Ant, Pray”, fir,)let hlm ſtay to night. . : 

Gorg, By this hand there hes, where? didnorT heare hve 
vYoyce? 

or, Away firra, | 

Gorg, I have beene madall this while, and now am like to 
be my owne man againe: fince there is no remedy, Gentiles 
all, good nighr. 

Gorgon begins to be a wandring knight. Exit. 

Cor, I cannot bee heartily merry : well, ler's leave theſe 
two without any more ceremonies, "tis late, all joyesbe mul- 
tiplied en my Sonne and Daughter: good night, Idoc cem- 
fore my ſelfe with hope ot Antonio's returne, and yet feares 


are great, Exz. 
Ref. Lights there: ſo, ſo, welcome thou much ex 
nighc, I doe ſalute thy blacke browes : come my Selizs, halt 


findeI have yong blood : Hil/aria, doe ſervice ro your Mo< 
rher, make her unready. 


Am. Tis timeenough, 
Reff. And why fhould wee loſe any? I pray thee ler her 


come. I know 'tis your oo in modeſty, loth to part with 


a Maidenhead, but ie muſt off : come, prethee bee not idle : 
why, thou knowelt I married chee, Selins, as thou Jloveſt 
NC =— 

Ant, Slr,by that love I muſt entreatyou one thing. 

Ref. Any thing, ſweer-hearr. 

Ant. Toratifie an ancient vow I made. - 

Ref. Any vowes, what is't ? 


Ant, I vowed when ever I married, my Husband ſhould 


nor lie with me the firſt night. 


Rf. Should any body elſe ? 


G- Ant. 
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Aiit, Not any man. | 
R+f. Come, 'rwas a foolith vow, and mult bee broke, 


Not lie wich me the firſt night ? *rwere al.nne beyond incon- 
rinency. I had rather loſe halfe my eſtate, chan miffe thee 
bur an honre ont of mine armes this night. 

An. 'Tis bat one night. . 

Ruf. Oh, *cisanage, a world of time to me : why TI have 
fed of Oilter-pies, and. ramps of Sparrows a whole monerh, 
in expectation of the fr{t night, and leave it tor a vow ? 

Ant. Indeed you muſt. 

Ruf. How ? muſt ? come, I know you doe bat jeſt, this fs 
bur your device co wher me on, and heighten mee, as if 01d 

eat once hath ſoakt up all my marrow. Harke you, how 
old doe you thinke I am? 

Art. Some threeſcore and ſevemtcene. 

Ref. Our upon thy judgement : why I am not above (by 
all cowpuration,) ſix or ſeven and thircy: Iam reſtor'd, re- 
newd, when firſt Tlov'd thee, by this hand 1 was, 

Ant. I ſeethen you wonld tire mee,by this beard you maſt 
not lie withme to night. 

Rf. How? nay then I ſee you']'rry my ſtrength : thus 
Icould force you. | 


Antonis throwes him downe. 


She has throwne me downe, Tknow nor how to rake ic, nor 
well how to beare it, my bones ake, a poxa Gaſparo, a my 
conſcience I am an old foole : ka? I will ſee more, and ſer a 
good face on'r, you know who I am ? 

Ant, Yes, old Reufaldo. 

Ruf. Ha, old? 'ris ſo, wy ſpirits faint agen + what did 
you marry for ? 

A't, To make an aſe of you. 

Ruf, How? | 

Ant. Thon crednlous foole, 
Did chou imagineT ſhould ever lovethee, 
Ocliewith thee ? bur when have a childe 
Would ſhame the father : Oh the power of dotage, 


Thar like an inundation doth o'recome 
The 
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Thelittle world of man, drowne all his reaſon, 
And leave him ſpoild, evenof his common ſenle. 
Didft thinke I was a peece of ſtone ſawne our 
By Carvers art, ſo cold, ſo our of foule, 
So empty efall fire ro warme my blood, . 
I'de lie with thee, worſe than the frigid Zone, 
Or Ilicles thar hang on beard of winter ? 
Have I with wearicd patience lookrtto lee, 
When chon'd(t lay violent hands upon thy ſelfe , 
For being {o mad, fo impudent ro love me, 
And wouldſt thou bed me roo ? diditrhon nor tremble 
To dare the holy Rices and nupriall Tapers ? 
Oh impious facrilege ! hence, goe waſte 
Thy ſelte with ſorrow, pine that halte-{taru'd body, 
Uncill chy bones breake thy skinne, and fall 
To duſt beforerhy face : nay, you ſhall endure me : 
For fince y ave tyed me to you, I will be 
Thy conſtant Fury, worſe chan Hags or Night-mare, 
It chou doſt talke of Love, or ſccke to be 
Ar reconcilement, 
Ruf. Selina, ſweet Selina, heare me. 
Ant. $weet ? Oh villanous preſumption ! 
Ruf. Whar will you doe? 
Ant. Save adiſeaſe, a labour, make an end ef you, come 
firra, fweare to obſerve what I ſhallimpoſe uponyon. 
Ryf. Oh, any thing, bitter Selzze. 
Ant, Firſt, yon ſhall never ſollicite me to lye with you. 
Rxf. Never by this hand,and thanke you too. 
Ant, Stand bare in my prefence. 
Ref. Starke-naked. 
Ant, Ranne of my arrands, 
Ref. Torhe worldsend. 
Ant, And keep a whore under my noſe,nay,l will allow ir. 
Ryf. If you will have it fo, I am content. 
Ant. Sweare, firra. 
Rf. Fleſh, and blood, I doe ſweare. 
Ant, So,riſe. In hope of your i : . forbeare tolet 
3 2 che 
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the punifhment bee equal] with your deſerts. 

Kif. Oh, Thave married a Devill, Ifhall bee ntrerly dif- 
graccd, if this bee knowne : Pray ſweer wife, let mee begge 
one requeſt of you, that you would nor diſcredit mee, I 
will bee content tro endure your pleaſure, doe nor forfake 
my houſe, I beſcech you that you would lye with my 
daughter. 

Ant. Shall you appoint my lodging ? 

Ryf. Ohno, I doe but humbly increat you will bee plea- 
fedro lic with my daughter. 

Ant. Well, fince you ſubmit ſo reſpe&ively, I will tender 
your creditia that point upon your good behaviour, are you. 
not well? 

Ref. Tam the worſe for you by forty markes. One thing 
more, vertuous wife, that you would nor tell your father, 
nor any body elſe, how you have beaten mee: Goodnight, 
{weet vertuous wife. Exit, 

An, Ha, ha, Hillaria, my way torthee is free, 

I have bear my paſſage, and I come to thee. 


Enter Felice like. a Shepheardeſſe, Sclina, Shepbeards. 

Sc, I had — Pg, and ſuch wilde grovesas 
Had beene the houſe of rapine, and could nor (theſe, 
Aﬀord humanity; beaſts, and men like them, | 
Are wont to make ſuch places deſolate : 

Did Naturemake you thus at firſt, and are 

We that have Cities, houſe and Civill Lawes, 
More rude than you ? or hath all verruechoſe 

You as divine earth to dwell npon ? 

Shepheardeſſe, indecd I am in love 

With your wilde kingdome here, and would not be. 
A King abroad, if I might be a ſubject | 

Wizh ſuch faire Nymphs as you. 

1. Shep, Oh ſonne, you would fay fo, 
When our pleaſures all you know : 

We are nor oppreſt wich care, 
With which you in Ciricsare, 


A Shep- 
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A Shepheard is a King, whoſe Throne 


Is a moſſte Monnraine, on 

Whoſe top we fir, onr crooke in hand, 
Like a Scepter of command, 

Our ſubjedts (heepe grazing below, 
Wanron trisking roandfro.. 

Fel. We nothing feare, awake nor fleepe, 
Bur the Woolte goddild our ſheepe, 

On a countrey quill each playes 
Madrigals,and pretty layes 

Of paſſions, andthe torce of love, 
al wich Dicties heaven move, 

Birds will liten ro our ſong, 

And to leavy arbours throng, 
Tolcarne our notes, and Miftrisname, 
Vallies ecchoing with the ſame. 

2. Shep. When we hunr, asthere is ſtore 
Of Deere, the trembling Hare, and Bore, . 
You would think: that you had ſeene 
| Gods in Shepheards weedsagen. 

A hundred precty Nymphs apace 
Tripping ore the lands, and chaſe, 
As many lads, the gentle aire 
Playing with their Gangling haire. 

Fel. Sometimes we dance a Fairy round, 
Hand in hand upon the ground, 
Shepheards piping, Garlands crowning, 
Wick our harmeleſſe beſomes drowning. . 

1. Sbep. Walke unto the filver brooke, 
You ſhall nced no other hooke, 

To catch the dancing fifth withall, 
Buta ſongor Madrigall. 

Fel. When the cloudslet fall their ſhowres, 
We have at hand a hundred bowres, 

Where under Sweer-bryer, fafe are we, . 
And honey-dropping Woodbind tree, 
Here in ſpight of ſtormes we cell 
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Stories of love, of Philome!, 
Of P.r/, and the Golder; ball, 
Of Eccbo,and N:neiſſus tall, 

3. Shcp. Here no falſe-love brings deſpaire, 
T-xoulte, or ſuſpicion, care, 
Alwayes happy molt of all 
On S$:lyanws teſtivall. 

Sel. No more, good Stepheards, you undoe a boy 
With the opinion of his happineſle : 
Tf a 7 apt I have brought wirh me, 
May fir.de acceptance here, I ſhall beſtow them 
As freely as your loves have talne on me, 
Nay then, Ile force 'em on you, I havelefc 
to purciaſea Flock with you. 

1. Shep. Werhanke you, gentle boy, gooden, 
We mult co our flockes agen, 

$4. Bur Shepheardeſſe, or ſiſter ifchou wilt, 
Gh would thou wert, Tpree thee call we brother, 
Hath Love a pareamong you, tell me pray, 
What puniſhment inflit you on falſe love ? 
But ſure you are exempr from ſuch 
A miſery : what then 
Is her reward, that out =} naar yaigy 
Contemnes the honeſt pation of her Lover, 
Inſulrcs upon his vertue, and doth place 
I nano: 1 her affection ? | 

F:]1. Though ſuch a womanneed no curſe, 
Being one her ſelfe, or worſe, 
Yer we Shepheards uſe to ſay, 
May ſhe Iove another day, 
And notbe lov'd, die in deſpaire, 
And have noother Tombe bur aire. 


Enter Infortunio diftratied, 


Infor, A prey, a prey ! 
Wheredid you get that face ? 
That goddeſle face? it was Swins's once : 


How 
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How came you by it? did ſhe on her dearh-bed 
Bequeath her beaury as a legacy, 

Nat willing ic ſhould die, bur live and be 

A laſting death ro Infortunio  _ 

Oh ſhe was crucll, nor to bury ir with her ! 
Bur I am a foole, *cis Venus and her Sonne, 


Where be your bow and arrowes, lictle Crpic # 


Didſt chou malicio:fly ſpznd all thy Quiver 
Upon my hearc,and not reſerve onethate 

To mak: S:lnzlove me ? Tell me, Venw, 
Why did you ne me fo? you ſhallno more 


| Be Queene ot love. Stay, ſtay, C __ was blind, 


How comes he naw to fee? yes, he did ſee, 

He never could have wounded me fo right elſe. 
Why then ler Forrone have her eyes agen, 
 Andall things ſee how wretched I am made. 


Sd. Oh, is there not within the power of Arr, 


How to reſtore this Gentleman ? 


Fel. There is, and our of that experience we 


Have in theſe woods, of fimples, I doubt not, 
But to apply a remedy. 


Sel. He will be worthy of your care herein, 


And ſhould he (be which t cannor imagine) 
Ingratefull co y-or skill, I would reward it, 
And call you mother, or my ſiſter for ir, 


Fe. It ſeemes you have ſome relation to him; 


Sel. Indeed he is thedeareft friend [ had: 


And if my blood were powerfll ro reſtore him, 


Ide ſpend it like a prodigall. I know Selma, 


Inf. Ha, doe you know Selina ? ſhe's married to Rf kdp, 
the old Uſurer, that went to bed afore ro his money, and 


begat forty ith' hundred ; now he beds Selina 
And layes his rude hand o're her ſacred breft, 
Embraceth her faire body, now he dares 

Kifle her, and ſuek Ambrofiafrom her li P.* 


. 


Thoſe eyesthat grace the day, now ſhine on him, 


He hcr Enaimion, ſhe his filver Moone, 
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Therongue that's able ro rocke Heaven aſleepe, 
And make the muficke of rhe Spheres ſtand fil!, 
To lilten ro the happier aires it makes, 
And mend their runes by ir : that voice is now 
Devoted co his cares, thoſe checkes, thoſe hands, 
Would make gods proud to touch, are by his crouch 
Protaned every houre : oh, this makes me mad, 
Burc TI will fic'em torir, for ile die, | 
Ir may be then ſhe'le-weepe, and ler fall teares 
Upon my grave-ftone, which ſhall ke of marble, 
And hard like her, that if ſhe powre our floods, 
Nodrops ſhall finke chorow ir.co ſoften me, 
I will 6 wrapt in Lead to keepe our pralers, 
For then T know, fhee'le beg I would be friends : 
Bur then I will be juft, and hace her love, 
As the did mine, and laugh to ſec her grieve. 
Sel. Come, I will fecth Selins to you, if you willflee 
Tf. Will you chen?I will live,and you fhal be my beſt 
Corme,I ſcorne ro weepe, or ſhead another teare, 
Sic downe, Ile have a Garland for my boy, 
Of Pheenix teachers : Flowers are roo meane 
+ To fit upon thy temples ; in thy face 
Are many "ar han Spring had never ſuch : 
The Roſesand the Lillies of thy cheekes 
Areſlips of Paradiſe, norto be gathercd, 
Bur wondred ac, 
Sel. Bur you ſaid you would fleepe, whenflept you laſt ? 
Inf. T remember before I lov'd, but that I know not when 
I flkpr ſoundly, anddreamr of gathering noſcgayes. 
"Tis unlucky co dreame of herbs and flowers, 
Fel. For Selins's fake Ile try my beſt kill on him, 
Get him to ſleepe, your preſence I ſee is powertull, -yonder's 
a pleaſant Arbour, procure him thicher while I prepare the 
herbs, whoſe precious juyce may with Heavens blefling 
r:ke him well againc. 
Sel.” A thouſand bleſſings on you;Come, fir, goe wich me, 
and when you have depe the Paw Seliza to you. Iaf 
fe 


Ge 


T be $chooks of Complement. 51 


Tf. Prethee doe, Tam very drowzy : come, Ile dreame of 
ſomerhing, my eyes are going ro bed, and leaden [:epe doth 
draw the curtaines o're them, 

Se!, Will you goe witch me ? | 

Tif. Yes,and we will picke a diſh of Strawberies. Exerort, 


Enter Tenkin, kevingloft bit way. 

Ten. Has almoſt loſt her ſelfe in theſe woods and wilder- 
nefſes, was very weary of theſe journeyes and travels in 
foor-backes ; have not ſince her commjngs beheld any 
reaſonable creatures: blefſe us awle, Tocarells is loſt too, 
cannor tell where, in theſe mazes and labyrinths, Jocarcie, 
ſo. ho, | | 

Eccho, So ho. | 

Im, Ha, theres ſome bodies, yet, harke you tere, here is a 
ſentilman of Wales, looke you, deſires very much to have 
ipeeches and confabulations with you : where is her ? 

Ecche. Here is her, : ; 

In. Here is her? knaw not which wayes to come to her : 
pray you tell Tenkin where you be ? 

 Feccbs. Boobie. @ 

Jen. Poobies? was her call her poobics? 'ris very fancy 
travels, her will teach her berter manners and moralities, if 
her get her in reaches and circumferences of her Walſh blades 
truely... 

Ecchs, Youlic. L 
_ 4en, How, lies and poobigs too? harke you, Jenkm was 
give you mawles and knockes for your poobies, and lies, and 
indignities, lookefor your patesnow. == 

_ ' Exit with bir ſworddranme, 
Enter agatue. 
Here is no bodies bur buſhes and bryers,looke you,awle is 
very quiet : ſo ho, ho, , 

Eccho. So ho, ho, 

Ten. Her am very much deceiv'd, now it comes into our 
mindes, if theſe voyces be not Ecchoes, Ecebs, 

Kee, Eccho, :; | 


W-*[{-1; Ten, Tis 
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en. *Tis very true, but her marvell much, have her Ec. 


chees in theſe Countries pray you ? 

Ecc. Yes pray you. 

_ VVarrant her*cis a welth Eccho, was follow Tnkas 
n loves our of VValcs. 

Ecc, Our of VVales. 

Fen. 'Tis very true, blefſe us awle now, her call co remem- 
brances and memorles, her had communications and talkings 
with this very Ecchoes in Clamorgan-ſhire, in de vallies 


and Talles there logke you, her am very glad her hath mer 


wich Ecchoes, was borne in her owne Countreyes, harke 
you, T:nkpr was ttavell hither one of loves and aftetions to 
Selina, | 
Etc. Nay. 
Jen. Nay, yes very true, pray yourell her, bee Sdliza in. 
theſt woods, or no ? | | 
Ecc. No. 
In. No, where is herden, have her takenawle theſe la- 
bours and ambularions in vanities? ſay you, ſhall Tenkin then 
goe backe as he came ? 
Kee. Aﬀe he came. 
Im. Gone? it is nor poſſible, hit may bee Sela was turne 
ſpirirs and be inviſible rather, fheis noc gone verily. 
Fec, There you lie. | 
Jen. Lie, very well, you have priviledges to give lies and 
awle things in the world, bur her will not leavecheſe woods 
for awe dar, her will be Pilgrims all tayes of her lifes, cre her 
goc withour her. 
Ece. Goe without her, | 
In, How, not love Jenkin ? then there is. a Devill in 
awle female ſexes:know very well ſhe promiſe loves and good 
wills in-times, great while agoe, pray you.now, her will tall 
no longer with you. Fare you well Eccho, pray if you meer 
her Pages, bid her make haſts and expeditions after her. 
Fare you well. Exit, 
Ice, Fare you well: | 


Enter 


/ 
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Enter Gorgon, 


Gorg. Tthinke Jupiter has ſnatck'd op my Maſter Anton, 
to make a Ganimede on him, hee is not to bee fennd yer, I 
have ſearch't all the Tavernes ich rowne, I am ſure, and 


| that methad my noſe led me to, hoping he had beene a good 


fellow, bur, non eſt zrventwe, well, my ſtocke is ſpent, bur 
with this terrible tace, a buffe Jerkin, and a rearing basket 
hilr, Gorgen will have a tricke of wit to beare his owne char- 


ges: buthere comes a Gentleman, to my poſtures now. 


Enter GaSpare, 

G2þ. Iathreſoly'd. 
- Gorg, Goedyour worſhip beſtow a ſmall peece of filver 
upor 2 poore fouldicr, new-come ont of the Low-Coun- 
tries, that have beene in many kor ſervices againſt the Spa- 
niard, the French, and great Turke. I have beene fhot ſeven 
times thorow the body, my eyes blowneup wich gun-pow- 
der, halte my skull ſcared off with a Canon, and had my 
throat cut ewice in the open ficld : good your worthip take 
compaſiion the caterwaking fortunes of a forlome Gen« 
tleman, chat have loft the uſe of my veines : good your ge- 
nerous nature take compaſſion upon mee, I have but foure 
fingers 913" PIG _ _ can _— in _ 
not: one ſr rat yer,to pay tor my lodgin 
I beſcech you nenbnes Ws TER 

Geſp. Can(t nor ſee? 


Gorg, Onely alicle glimmering, far, the beames of your 
gcntilicy have radiarcd, and infuſed light into my poore lan- 
rernes, lir, 

Gaſp. Canyon feele then ? 


Gorg, Oh, fir, chat faculty alone, fortune and nature have 
left inviolared. 


ſp, Heres ſomewhat for thee, 
What, can you ſee now ? 
EE He kickes bimt, and Gorgon opens his eyes, 
Gorg. Gafparo, is it you ? Pox or your benevolence, 
G-ſp, VVhencecame this projet of wit? 
H 2 
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Gor. From the 01d predicament. Faith, neceſſity that has 
no Law, put mee into this habir : my Maſter is curn dcoward, 
and ran away from me, 

Gaſp. And thou artturn'd Souldier, to fight with him 
when you meer agen : then rhou wanreſt a Maſter ? harke 
{irra, whar fayeſt chou to another projet ? 

Gorg, Oh, I could caper fur'r. 

G:ſp. I am now leaving the world, and going into the 
 Countrie, wootturne Gipfie, or Shepheard? I am for the 
*woodycanſt Madrigals yer ? 

Gorg, Phillis faire, dye not diſdaine 

T he love of Coridon thy $raine, 

Gaſp. Excellent ! weele turne Shepheards preſently, thon 
fhalc bee Phillze, and Ile be Coriden : let mee alone to provide 
Ruflers, Crooke, and Tarbox : they ſay there's good hoſpi- 
tality in the Woods, and ſongs and paſtimes upon Sivanus 
day. 

Gorg. Bat that were pretty, fhall I be a woman ? 

Gaſp. By any meanes, thou haſt a good face already, a 

lictle rag. will doe ir, Ile accommodate thee early, keep 
thy owne counſell, and Ile warrant thee for a Maid-mar- 
rian, | 

Gorg,: Foote ! thallI runne into my coatesagen ? goe to, 
put mee into what ſhape yon will, Ile play my part: mee 
thinkes I doe feele an hundred rurall animals raking up my 
petticoat already. Exennt. 
Exter Antonio, Bubulcus, and Hillaria. 
Ant. Pray. forward with your relation. 

/ 'Bub. AsI was faying, having challenged Antonio for the 
affront he did me before Hillaria, here by heaven, you muſt 
fay nothing. | 

Hil. Not a ſyllable. | 

Eub. Hee did accept the challenge, and the weapons were 
ſoone agreed upon, and we met : bur not a word of fighting, 
if you love me. | 

Am. Youare not come to fighting yet your ſeife, but by 


the way, what were your weapons ? | 
| Bub. A 
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Bub. Along ſword. : 
. Ant. *Twas long ere you could remember ir, me thinkes, 


.Bub. Soon as we came into the place appointed, welooked 
abour, and ſaw all cleere. 


H1. Ascleere as day on your fide. 

Bub. We drew, but not a word of fighting,by this hand. 

Ant. Not by that band. 

Bub, We threw our dublers off, ro ſhew wee had no coat 
of maile,or privie fhirr upon us, againſt the lawes of duelling) 
in fine, I bid him ſay his prayers. 

Ant. 'T was well chought upon, and whac did yon ? 

Bb. Iler 'em alone, for I knew I ſhould kill him,and have 
time enongh to ſay 'em afterwards at my leaſure. 

Hil. When he had prayed, whar then ? 

Bus. When he had ſaid his prayers, heerhought upon it, 
and let fall words tending to reconcilement : a my con(ci- 


ence, hee would have asked mee forgiveneſſe, bur I ood 


upon my honour, and would fight with him, and fo wee 
{tood upon gur guard: but not a word of fighting, if you 
love me. 

Ant. Oh, by no meanes, but when did you fight? 

Bub. Ile tell you, Astonio when he ſaw no remedy, bur that 
I would needs fight with him, and-ſo conſequently kill him, 
made a deſperate blow at my head, which I warded with my 
dagger, bercer than hee TIooked tor, and in returne, I cut off 
his left hand, whereat amazedand fainting,l nimbly ſeconded 
ic, as you know I am very nimble, and run my rapier into his 
right thigh, two yards, 

Hil. Then you were onboth ..des ofhim ? 

Ant. Your rapier, did you not ſay your weapons were 
long ſwords ? | 

Bub. But mine was both a ſword and rapier, there's ir, bur 
not a word of fighting, as you love mee: well, not to weary 
you with the narration of the innumerable wounds I gave 
him, Icut off every joynt from his toe upwards, to his mid- 
dle, by theſe hilrs, now you may beleeve mee, there ended 
Antouio my rivall, judge, Juoge, now, whecher Bubulcus 
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be valiant or not, but nora word of fighring, as you loveme, 
:ct Ir ayey 

An, *'Twas very valianely done. 

{il. Harke you, Sweer-heart, doc you nor remember who 
this is, that you have diſcovered this bulanefſe ro ? this is 
Sclinehis owne filler. 

Bub, Whart a rogue was], not to remember that ? 

Hil. Doe not you know thar ſhee is my mother fn Law ? 
nay, nav, plucke up a good hearr, what will you doe? theres 
no running away, 

Bub. Have you never an empry cheft ? 

Hil. What, to hide your ſelfe? rhat I know you wouldnot 
doe for your credit : draw your ſword, and ſtand upen your 
gn wee know you are valiant, that could kill Ar:zenio ſo 
bravely. 

Bob, Hillaria, if ever youlov'd mee, oh, I have made a 
faire peece of worke, would you net tell me ic was his lifter ? 


- Oh, here they come, 
He runs bebinde Hillaris. 


Enter Antonis, Rufaldo, end O ficers. 
xt. He hath confeft ir, fir, your Daughter heard it, ſir, 
] charge you lay hands upon that murtherer, hee hath (laine 
my brother Antoris, 
Af. Did you heare him confefle it ? 
Bb. Hens right, confefſe and be hang'd aow. 
Hz, I muſt confeſie I did, 
Ref, Brebulews kill Antonio ? 
Bub, By this hand I doe not know how to deny it tor my 
credit. 
Rxf, Nay then lay hands on him. 
Bub. Yes Father, Rufaldo, Selina, Oh, a plague of all 
coxcombes, what a rogue was I? 
Ant, I'will have Jaftice, away with him, 
Bub, Tamalyi ying tally this hand, 
Am, YVece muſt require Pens frem you, fir, or your 
blood anſwer his, Away > wh him, Hillario, _ 
ub, 


LE 
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Bub. Ile bee hang'd then, Father, H:laria, will you ſec 


me hang'd ? 


Ruf. There is noremedy : would chou hadſt kild his ſiſter; 
Lam plagued wi: h her, and dare not ſpeake it for ſhame, Ile 
doe whar I can to get a Repriefe for you ; nay, and you kill 


folkes, you muſt cene rake your fortune. 
Bub. A curſe of all ill fortune, I kildnobedy. 
Ant. Away, I fay, out villaine, hence, for I 


Doc heare my brothers blood tor juſtice cry. Exenat» 


——_— 


Au quintus, Sceng prima, 
Enter Tnfortunio, Selina, and Felice, 


Tafor, T doe not know this place, nor who youare, 
Nor know Iyer my ſelfe, - | 
Si. Infortrnio ? | 
Infor, That name I once did anſwer to, but then 
I was not baniſht ro a wilderneſle, 
Nor flept on ſuch a bed. Oh, if I be - 
He, whom you call Infortwmo, | 
Tell me how I came hither, doft thon weep? ' 
I prethee tell me, boy, why doe thofexeares 


Drowne thy faire cheekes ? buc that they'will not thew - 


Manly in me, I de force my eyes ro weepe too 
And we would fit upon a banke, and play : 


Drop-teare, till one were bank-rout. Yoo amaze me: 


I aske how I came hither ? anſwer me 

VVith other language, if you doe not meane 

I came by water, whichyou might expreſſe too + 
In words as well, nay, better, for you now 

Are cruel] co your ſelves, and mnrder me : 

Tell me, or I ſhall be mad. 


Sel. Oh, ſtay : char bronghr Infermenw hicher, 


You have now cald your ſalfe, diſtsaQtion brought ydu, 
; [4 
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Infor. Ha diſtraction > now you increaſe my wonder : 
Was I mad, or doe nor you by anſwering, | 
Study to make me ſo ? why ſhould I be mad, 

Or bxing ſo, how came I well againe ? 
F or it Idreame nor, Tam well and calme. 

Sei, You owe this Shepheardefle tor your reſtore, 
Whoſe skill heaven made fo happy. 

Infor, Did you, faire Shepheardeſſe, reſtore me then, 
And by your Ar: recover natures loſe ? 

All my well-being's yours : bur yer if you - 
Could fo Phyſician-like cure the diſeaſe 

Which is bur theeffe& of ſome difſtemper, 

You then ſhould know the cauſe : for elſe you are 
Uncercaine in your applications, 

Pray tdl mee then, why was T wad? 

Sel. This lad can tcll you thar, berrer thanT, 
Bur if his ſorrow will nor Jer his rongue 
Deliver ir, Hlerell you fir ; you were 1n love. 

Infor, With whom, I pray? 

Fel. One whom they call Selina. 

Infor, Ha, Selinz ? in what adepth of blacke forgetfulneſſe 


Ts Infortunie fallen into ? Selina, 
Could I forget Selma ? oh Shepheardefſe, 
T was not mad till now : forcan I be 
My felfe, and ferger her ? oh, in this queſtion - 
I am undone : for I dee hold my (clte 
And all my underſtanding by hername, 
T ama begger, ſhe hath purchas'd all, 
Nor am I maſter of one thought of comfort 
I borrow not from her : what curſe was falne 
Upon my memory, to forget Selms ? 
Sel. Sir, you remember her too well, nnlcfſe 
She would deſerve it better. 
Infor, It is notin her power todeſerve, boy, 
For ſhe is now beholding tor her ſelfe 
Tato another, Oh, this teares my ſonle, 
Youdid not well ro releaſe me f my furics, . ; 
n 
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And make me ſenfible againe of char 

Was my firſt corrofive, it was unfriendly : 
Oh, rwas a happineſſe co be mad, ftarke mad, 
For fhe being loft, what have Telſe co loſe ? 
I was all hers, I gave my felfc away : 

And deeds of gift ſhould hold. 

Sel. Why ſhould you be fo paſſionate? ler once reaſon fo 
late recovered, teach you love your felfe, reſerv'd for nobler 
forrnne. 

Infor. Tc is trae, Tama very foole in doing ſo, 

And will you be a Miftris then, and teach me 
How to forger my ſ(elfe? whar fait boy ? 

Shall F be Shepheard'roo ? I will live here 

And have thy company, thou art like my Love, 
Shall we Shepheardefk ? + 

Fel, Withall my hearr. 

Tafr. Come let's firdowne 4 while, narure hath ſpred 
Her Carpets for us here, this is the loweſt, 

And yet tis higher than a Palace: pray 
Teach me your Shepheardslife, a9 Fdoe long 
Tobe a wood-man too, and you ſhall doe 
A doable cure upon me. | 
Enter Gaſparo and Gorgont diſguiſed. 


G2ſp. Stay,yonder are ſomeShepheards, lets on this bauk 
fir downe and prattle. And how long ift, fince your Sweet- 


heart forſooke you ? | 
Gorg, Ic will be a quarttr' of a yetre next graſle, 


Gaſp, Alas, poore Xfopſa, but come, pur him out of thy 


minde, fing him away. 
Gorg. Langh, and fing him ro his grave,Chall I? 
G4ſp. And never love him'more. 


Gorg, Oh no, his love like a catiker hath ear ſuch a-grear 


hole into my heart, I cannot forget him, bur He fing a (6 


of him, Eorgon ſongs 4 ſong, al this whik, 


Gaſp. Prethee doe.  Gaſparveyes Felice, 


Infor, Heres ingoeence of all tides, who would live 
Our of this Common-wealth, where hogeſt Swaines 


I Are 


CEE 
= ” 


60 | The Schoole of Complement. 


Are Lords and ſubjects? Here 1s no acquaintance 
With crafc and falfhood, all their ſoules are clad 
In true ftwplicity : I will rake a truce 
With care a while to talke with chis poore wench. 
Hopjz I heard you nam'd, pray tell me, 
Were you in love ? 
Gorg. Yes forſooth, 
Irfor, With whom, forfooth ? 
Gors, With a Gentleman that has prov'd rnkinde, for- 
ſooth, broken his vowes, and oathes, forſoorh, hee made 
much of me, time was, before his father dyed, forſoorh, who 
was a good Yeoman, then he kiſt mee, forſoorh, and coll d 
ſarreverence, bur now hee ſcornes Mopſa; I was hisequall 
once, and have danced with him upon our Church greene in 
2 Morris ere now. | 
Infor. Alas, alas, has forſaken thee ? 
Gorg, He is gow aboucto couunit makrimonial' bufinefle 
with a young girlc I witle. 
G2ſp. Tis the. Ile baveatricke to know it. 
Bleſlings on you Shepheardeſle, 
Yet by this hand, you are no lefle, 
You were in love with a faire man, 
Croſt by a father, began 
This Shepheards life, apdrufſert weed, 
18 it not the truth, I reed ? ha, ha. 
Fel. Sir, are you a Fortune-teller ? 
Gaſp. No, I amfoole, and yet Lknow 
Something, though you thinke nor.ſo. 
Fel. Doe you ſee all this here ? 
Gaſp. That and more in this table 
Lies your ſtory : *tis no fable, 
Nota line within your hand, 
Bur I cafily underſtand : 
Your line of life is faire, hard by - 
Afcends that of proſperity, 
But broken inthe mid'| to ch*' Mounc 
Of Saterne here, which ill wecount, 
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Ha, Triangle and Mercartall line ? 
Bur Yen 1$ no friend of thine. 
Infor, How now, Palmiſtry? belceve him not. 
Eſp. In your tace your fate is wrote, 
You lov da woman, ſhe nor you, 
You know whether I ſay true, 
Her name began with 5. bur (hee, 
Shall never be enjoyd by thee, 
Shees married now to one thar's old, 
Buc very rich : your forcune's told. . 
Iyfor. Bethrew me he has cunning, 


Sel, Doe you beleeve him fir ? 
Gng. Beleeve him ? nay, you may beleevehim, he's abo- 


minacion canning man, he rold mee my fortune as right as if 
he had beene in my belly. 

Shep. Does thy fortune lie inthy belly then,Sweer-heart ? 

Gorg. Partly, fir, as other womens fortunesdoe. 

Gaſjp, Damlſell, you have yerta fate 
Will make you wonder more thereat, 
By colleCtion, I dare prove, 
Thar his name, whom youdid love, 
Began wirh &. bur 'ris too true, 
He hath flaine himſelfe for you. 

Felice fauts, 

Flice, come againe,doe nor beleeve me, I told thee falſe, Idid 
but trie to gaine a knowledge of thee : thy ſtarres owe thee 
more happinefle, Felice, looke up, ſec thy friend alive, I am 
Gaſparo. Foor, I ha made faire worke. Ne 

Fel. Ha, tis Gaſpere, 

Eſp. Havel found thee, O wench, thou wert unjuſt, 
 Teomach nnjuſt, thus to abſenc thy ſelte 

From G4aſpare, thy crueN father lance. 

Hath wept enough to wah away his error. 
Fares, I due thanke you, for this bleſtdirettion. 
Bur I-fortunio, T am ſorry now, 
Tread the cruth of chy unhappinefle, 
It is too true, Selina is beyond 
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Your ſpheare of hope, pardon, worthy fr, 
TheſhapeT rooke, was notto mocke your fortunes, 
Bur trie mine owne. An! have I found che wench ? 

Gore. Oh,nogno,your tuir is in vain,hands off fhepheards. 

I. Shep.I will make thee amends and marry,prethee {weer 
Afopſz, beaurituli Aſopſa, 

Gorg. Beauty ! I doe contefle I havereaſunablebeaury, for 
blacke and white, for all other coluurs arc buc compounded 
of them : bur the eruth is, 1 cannot ſo ſoone forget my old 
itove; though hc hath prov talte unzo me,A4opſa will prove 
trucunto him : oh, and ic were nor for ſhame, now I would 
dic for love. 

Sel. Be notUejedted, fir, you have a fate 
Doth ſmile upon you, I have alictle skill. 

In that this Gentleman ſcem'd ro have ſome knowledge, 
Imuſt needs croffe his judgement, and pronounce 
You are more happy. 

Let not ought your ſoule annoy, . 

T ou that I irgin ſhall enjoy, 

That you firſt lov'd, who doth wa - 

To make your wifhes fortunate, 

And ere Sun twice declines to weſt, 

TY ou may be with marriage teſt. 

Gaſp. The boy is mad. | 

Ivfor. Doe nor nndoe, fweer boy, the benefir 
Thou haft already done mee, choudoſt ucrer impoſlibilities, - 

Sel. Then wich one Argument I can cafily 
Take off your wonders, looke on thy Sekna, 

That on the wedding morne forſooke Rrfaldo, 
Tonchd witk a ſenſe of thy indignities, 
Thas to obſcure me*-from all curious ſearch 
And inquifition, butnor hoping eves 

To be made thine, now if crue love maincaine 
The opinion you pretend, thus in yaur armes 
I powre my ſelfe. 

Infor. It is Selina, Oh, I amyeat in peeces - 
Withyoy and wonder. | 
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Gaſs, Harke you, fir, doe not beleeve him. 

L er not paſſion make youa mockery. 
Is nor Seas married ro Ryfaldo ? then am I gooſc-giblet : I 
ſhould have beene at Church with 'em, bnt for a crotcher rhat 
I had in my pare all themorning : I ſpake with her father 
yelterday, and from his mouth I heard, Selma was very well, 
] chinke 1 doe not dreame, indeed now Icall ro m:mory, hee 
faid Selinz was. miſt ewe or three houres ath' wedding 


_- morne; ſome figary, I know nor what : and Antori, as I 


{appoled, gone in queſt of her, nor heard of fince : bur Se- 
lin iS {ure Refaldoes wite, or ſome devill in her likeneffe has 


abuſed chem all with credulicy. This is true lir, therefore be . 


not eafie, doe not delerve more pitty, this boy is mad, a jug= 
ling boy. 


Sel. Shall I not be beleeved then for my ſelfe ? am I retu- - 


ſed now? | 


Inf. It cannor be ſke : troth boy, thy conceit tooke mee . 


at firſt with much credulicy : but here's our natures weake- 
Refſe, apt ro credit what we affe& : were there not roo muck 
againſt it, chou mightft deceive me : oh no, Tnfortumo is given 
up, loſt roall feliciry. 

Sel. Since then you put me, fir, ro prove my {clfe,let mee 
not be loſt, I will not call you whar TI deſice, nor name you ti 
—_ me leaveto figd my ſelte,I know not here I am yer: 
my brother Antorio gon ? whar fury hath atſum'd Selins's 
ſhape ? X * 
Gaſp, Core, put on a mans ſpiric, op/7. 


Gorg, Well, {ir, in regard you are ſo Exit cum Inf, Fel. 


 Imporrunate, alchough I have forſworn warciage,it you de- 

fiſt conſtanr, you may chance to have a licke army Mayden- 

head. -. |  Exeunt. 
Sel. I have ir, my Prather's loſt : | 

Ile enda ſhepheard in Antonio's name, 

Toinvice my father hicher, and thac Incubus. . 

I vow not to forſake thele plaines, ti)] I 

Poſſciſe my ſelte, or be rejetted quire, 

_ Suſpend thy paſſions then @ while, Selina, 
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To morrow is the Shepheards holiday, 
Which chey folemnize with rurall plezſares, 
*F will draw them ſooner : ha, are they gone ? 
I vill nor leave 'em, with this thread Thall 
Tread o're the Labyrinth, and diſcover all, Exit. 
Enter Corneho. 
Cor. Antonio flaine ? haplefle Corneko, 
My hopes were creaſur'd up in him, the itaffe 
And comfort of my age, and is he gone ? 
Enter Antonio, Hillaria, Rrfalas, 
Hil, Haſt ſentfor Bubulcws ? 
Ant, T have, 
Father, ler not too much paſſion ſoyle that temper 
Hath beene obſerv'd in old Correlzo. 
Cor. Why, was not hee thy Brother? canft thou thinks 
Thou haſt ſolirtle ſhare in yong Antonio, 
Thar thon dareft ſpeake of comton ? 
Ant. Sir, on my life «Antonio 18 not dead, 
| Ruf. No, no, "tis impoflible, 
Ant. Bubulcw, on my ſoule'sa very coward, 
And durſtas well actempr to rake a prey 
Our of a Tygers jawes, as ſee a fword 
Wich patience bear againſt him. 
Cor. But cowards in deſpaire prove deſperate, and moft 
unhappy. 
Apt. A my conſciencelI could beat him incoa mouſehole, 

Ryf, Nay, I conld beat him, and Tam ſure you can bear 
me woo d[ were well rid of you : 'tis adonble miſery to bee 
abus'd, and dare not ſpeake our. 

Exter Bubulcus,O ficerr, _ 

HI. Here's Bubulcws, - 

Byb. Not guilty, not guilty, and pleaſe your Worſhips, 
let me not behang'd for alye of mine owne making : 'tis well 
knowneT am a ſtinking coward: nor guilty, Ibelcech you ; 
I never drew {word in anger in my life : if you hang me, you 
undoe me for ever, 


Art. Looke you, fir, 'ciscleare, 
Byh. 


Bub. My canſcience is as cleare as Cryftall : not guilry 
my Lord, I beſeech you 
Cor. Didſt not thou kill Avtonio then? 116 
Bub, Let mebe hang'dif I did. i} 
Cor. $cay, he le confeſſe. | 
Byb. I confeſſe I told lye, thinking to have got ſome cre» J; 
dit : bur if ever I ſaw Antonio, ſince he gave meetwo or three J. 
kicks, which I deſerv'd well enough, broyle mee a'rh coalcs. l 
Mercy, oh mercy : doe not caſt meawayupon the Hang-man WG 
now, in the pride of my youth : nor guilty my Lord. iſ: 
Cor. Howloever feare of death poſlefſe him fo, I ſe the | j 
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wurther in his eyes. | 
Bub. My eyes? woo'd they were out then : doe you ſte | 
murther in my eyes ? are my eyes blood-ſhot ? | '8 
Cor, His very hand doth ſhew a guiltinefle, looke how it il 
trembles. fl 
* Bb, The feare of hanging hath put my whole body ints ' 
palſey : my hands gnilty? I can waſh my handscleane of ir, I 
never kild a fly. By chis hand, nor guilty. . 
Enter a Shepbeard baiti'y. 
Shep. Which is Cornelio ? 
Ant.This:what's the matter? what mak's this ſhepherd heret 
Cor. Tam Cornelu ; 1s it with methon woo'dſt ? 


Shep. If your name Cornelio be, 
Conteutment and felicitie 


T brag you; I am ſent from one | 
T hat doth call bimſelfe your ſonne, d 
Tong Antonio, who thus low 
Would beg your bleſſing, prayes that ns 
Affi:& ion too much you diſmay 

For bis abſence, bade me ſay, 

Tf you daine ſuſpend your care, 7 
A few houres, and repaire 

Unto the place of Shepheards by, 

To grace their phaſures with your eye, . 
Antonio will bimſelfe declare, 
Faiubfully what cauſes were 
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Of has abſe d requite 
T heſe delours with a freſh aetight : 
And ſo farewell. Thu wall: 
: Backe againe T beare then call. 

Cor, Oh ſtay a while. 

Ant. He's gone, fir : did Inot tell you, Antonis was not 

dead? brit this is ſtrange. 

Cor, Doe T nor dreame ? 

Ant. A1tonioamong the Shepheards ? if hee be there, I an 
dreſt Ifaich : By any meanes, goe fir. 

Fub, Is Antomealive againe ? 

Ruf. Yes verily, alive againe, letnor the Hangmaafright 
away your wits any longer. | 

Bub. T hope I ſhall cheoſe my owne-Gallowes then. Hil- 
laria, you would nor beleeve me : did Tlooke as | had kild any 
ey ? now I hope you will hold mee for an inngcent hero» 
after, | 

Cor, Bubulens, pray lerus have your company, 

It doth concerne your freedome, Artonioliving ? 
Rrfaldo, ler us make a:merry day on't, 

If ir be true, If ? I doe finne againſt 
Diicretion'ro diſtruſt ir, O'my ſtarres, 

I doe acquir you all your injuries, 

If you poſlcile me of Artois, 

Never did man to blifſe more willing goe. 

Bub, Tam gladIamrepriev'd: come Hularia, 

Ant. *Twere pretty if Awzonto bee. multiplied : here's 
tricks indeed, I amreſolvd ro fre what will the end of this 
contution be, * Exeunt, 

Fater Tenkjn. 

Zen, Never was Tenkin in fach Wildernefſe, her have 
weiked and travelled creat deale of miles in theſe Woods : 
bue hc- can finde no end nor evafions, looke you ; her have 
xcad in Hiſtories, and Relations, and Kernicles, very fa« 
mous Knights, and prave Scgrtilmen of valours and ſhival- 
ries, have beene enchaunted,, Jaoke you , in Caſtles: and 
very ſtrange dwcilings, and Towers , aud folicacy places, 

nouw 


Exit $ bepheatd. 
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now was have creat feares and ſuſpiciong, Ieft Terk: was fal- 
len into ſome wiſheries and conjurations, and was inchaun- 
red, blefſe us awll in rheſe Delarrs and Wildernefſes for her 
* valours and magnanimiries, Enter Focarello. 
Foc. So ho,ho,Maſter /enkin. 

Jen. Ic is our Pages agen. Tocerelo,where have you beene? 
. youare very tilligent Poyes, to loſe your Maſter thus. 

Joe, I was loſt my ſelte, had not a Shepheard by chance 
found me, and carried mec into his houſe under the ground, 
where with a great many of Shepheardeſſes wee fate up all 
nightin making Garlands for feme ſhew and paſtimes ro bee 
. done this day, which they call cheir Feſtivall : pray”, ir, fince 
we have run a wildyooſe chaſe fo long, ler's ſtay one day to 
{ce theſe ſports and dancings. ; 

Jen. Sports and dances, ſay you? take pleaſure and dele- 
Ctations in dances? Very well, Ferkin was knaw how to 
dance her ſelte, was pred in awle Sentilmans qualities, looke 
you,her will make no peregrinarions backe al awle be done, 
and it may be,was ſhake her legs in capers too,look you now. 

Enter Cornelia, Rufalds, Antomo, Bubulcw,Hillaria, 

Corn, Maſter Ienkin, you are well met in theſe parts, I 
perceive you are earely this morning, to partake the paſtimes 
of our Shepheards. 

len, Good rayes and falutations, and cret deale of telici- 
cies come to awle your urſhips. 


Bub. Sir, my name is Mafter Bebwlews, and Tam as good a | 


Gentleman, 
Ten, As who pray you? doe you make compariſons ? 


Bub, 1 doe embrace your familiarities, and remaine your | 


trueſt worme, 


In, Not roo much wormes, nor familiarities pray you: 
ha Pages, here is Selinaes in her owne apparels and veſti- 
ments, awle was very true as our Countrey-woman Ec- 
choes was make reports : Selines was gone backe agen: very 
well : Miftris ' Selzza's was very full of joyes and exhillarati- 


ons, to ſee you in theſe places, you knaw how _ and 
ardently Icnkn was taken _ your peauties, and pul- 
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chrirudes, cret while agoe : pray' when did you make re« 
rurnes obr of theſe woods ? Terkin had knowledge, and ſaw 
you in your Shepheard apparels, and was make ambularions 
after you hirher,out of meere amors and affe&ions as her was 
rrue Sentilman. 

Ant, T make returne out of thele woods ? I entred them 
but now, 

[n:, Well, you deſirenot to have things declared, and pu- 
plifhed, her was keepe awle hilences. 

Ant, (pon my life you are miſtaken quite in this, Mafter 
Tenkin, | 

Jen. Oh,pray you make not Jenkz ridicles,and derifions, 
looke you, ſhall heare ns more of that matters, call you only 
co memories you promiſed loves to Terkzn, pray you in ma+ 
trimonies creat while agoe. | 

Ant, I deny not that, fir, but T know notwhy you have 
long negle&ed me, and I am now married to Refala. 

Jen. Refaldees ? hit is nor poſlible. 

Bub.Father he faies it is impoſlibleSelmz ſhold be your wife 

Ruf, How,not my wife ? I would faine ſee that. 

Jen, Is Selina yenr witcs in truths and verities pray you ? 

Ryf. Doe you make queſtion ? My wife ? Irhinke there is 
ſome reaſon, ſhe is my very deare wife, I will affure you fir. 

Cor. He has got a boy by this time. 

Ryf. Aboy? well, I have got ſomething, a pox a your 
Engers. How faiſt ? is not ſomething-done Sweer-hears ? 

Ant. Yes, in my conſcience ſomething is done. 

Ten. Tenkin was never awle his dayes have ſuch injuries 
and contumelies put upon her : 'was-ever Sentilman thus 
abuſed ? have her made repeticions and genealogies of her 
plood, for no matrimonies ? Jenkz has peat the puſhes, and 
Rufaldoes has get the pirds. Hum! her love not to make 
quarrelsand-prabbles, but Fenkin could fight with any podics 
in the whole nrld; awle weapons, from the long Pikes to the 
wel&-hookes, looke you now, no matrimonies ? her welſh- 
blocd is up, looke you. 


Ten, 


The $choole of Complement, 69 


. 1», Maſter Blew-portles,have you any ſtomaks or appetites 
to have any plowes or knogs upon your coſtards Iooke you ? 
Byb. No great ſtomacke at this rime,fir,I thanke you: alas, 

I have 'emevery day, they are no novelties with me. 

Cor, Come, Maſter Jenkin, I now perceive you lov'd my 
daughter, if you had: acquainted me in time, I ſhould nor 
bave beene unwilling to have cald you fonne, bur fince tis 
£00 late, let your wiledome checke impatience : I know you 
are of a noble temper, howſoever paſſion may a little cloud 
your vertues, [ers be all friends I'pray. 

len, Here is very cood honeſt words, yes, looke you, ſen- 
. kinisinawleamirties and triend(hips, bur 

Cor, Oh, no more ſhooting at that bur : harke, I hearethe 
ſhepheards mufick,and voice rooylers fir down I pray, 4ntonio 
keep thy word. 

HMeuſiche, Enter Shepheards and Shepheardeſſer with garland;, 
S O N Ge h 
Wood-men Shepheards come aroay, 
Thu u Pans great boly-day, 
T brow off cares, 
With your heaven aſpiring aires 
Helpe ws to ſing 
Wile valteyes with your Ecchees ring, 


| 2 
Nymphes that devel within theſe groves, 
Leave your arbours, bring your loves, 
gather Prefect 
Crowne your golden baire with Roſes, 
' As you paſſe . 
Foote likg F ayries onthe graſſe. 


Toy drone our have), Phnn I, 
Leaveof Tereus rape to tell, 
Let trees dance, | 
As they at T bracian Lire did one, 
Mountaines play, 
T hid it the Shephears _ 
| | y 
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Dance. T he ſongended, Enter a maſke of Satyres EC, and dances 
Enter a Shepkeardeſſe with a white rod. 


1. Shep. Poft hence $ atyres and give way, 
For fairer ſoules to grace the day) 
And this preſence, whip the aire 
With new r aviſhings , hence with cares 
By the forehocke bold T ime faſt, 
Leſt occafion ſlip too faſt 
Away from us, jnyes here aiſtull. 
P le'zſures all your boſomes fil. Exit 


Enter Irfortenio, Seliva, Gaſparo, Felice, 
Gorgon, Shepheard, - T bey dance, 

Fel. Faire Nymph, vouchfafe the honor ro dance with me. 
Ant, Troth, fir, I cannot dance. 
Sel. Weknuw you are Selina, 
Infor, Your hand, faireſt. 
1. Shep, Diſdaine nor, gentle fir. 
Tn. Pible pables, withawle her hearts, looke you. 
Gorg. Noble fir. 
Bub. Faire Lady, at your ſervice. . 
&2fp. I will not change, 
Fed. Nor I. One meaſure, 
Cor, Which is 4ntonio ? Dance. 
Ref. It will breake out anon. 
Sel, You area theefe. 
Ant. Ha? 3 
Sel. Youhave tobd Selina. 


Art, Then Ile make reſticution, what are-you? 
Sel, Antonio. 


Am, The Devill you are!. faith, deale honeſtly with mee, 
and Ilebe true to thee : who art ? 


Sel. I am Selimaby my hopes of heaven. 
Ant, Ha, fiſter then ! . A 


Sel. T have no brother but Antonio, 
Ant, And Tam he. Oh happinieſle ! 
a If thou beeſt Antowre, what made thee afſume my 


Ant, Of 
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Ant. Of chat anon. Lives Infortunze ? 
Sel. Hees-here, and with him G:þ4r0 and my fiſter the 
loſt Felice, 
Ami, Tamraviſht wich chis wonder. 
Sel. Keepe your face conſtant: the Mulicke calls. Dare. 
Cor. Ha, what meanes this ? 
An, Selma. 
Fel, Your bleſſing, fir, we are your children. 
Cor, Who's this? 
Sel. Tam Selina, tar. 
Ant, And TI am Antonio. 
Cor. Amazzment ; thou A-ntonrs ? he Selinz ? 
Ref. Ha, how's this, my wife becomea maa ? I confteſic 
ſhe plaid the man with me. 
Cor, Bur who is this ? 
* Fel. Iam Felice fir, your Tong loft Daughter, 
Found out by G2ſparo, nnto whom my vowes 
In heaven were long {ince ſacred, and TI beg 
Qace more he may be mine, 
Sel. As Ttobepofleſt 
By Infortunio here. 
Cor, Stay children, ftay : take heed, you doe not know 
Whar ſtrength of joy my fainting age can beare : 
yYou fall in too full ſhowres, like ſwelling Nile 
Theſe comforts will exceed the narrow bankes 
Ot wy poore trailty : riſe, enjoy your wiſhes, 
And my blelſings be mulciplyed upon you. Ha ! 
Rufaldo, here's Felice my loft Girle, 
Take her, cake her, G+ſp2r9. Selina, 
Art not thou Rufaldo's wite ? 
Ant. No, (tr, I ventnred that, he knowes me well, « 
Hillzria and | were bedte]lowes, at his requeſt. 
Bub, HowmHillariaand you bedfellowes?1'de Jangh at chad 
Ref. Iamabus'd, difyrac'd, undone. 
Cor. Nay, R«faldo, 
Bub. Why then it ſeemes you were Antonzo,that Tkild fo, 
and you haveasa man ſhonld fay,line with Hilhriabeforehid 


K 3 Ant, 
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A-:t, Tamnart behind hand. | 

Bb, Nay, and you have tickled her before and behind, 
tkle her all over tor Bubukus, 648 

In, Harke you, is there another Sehna's ? blefſe us awle, 
kere is very prave love-trickes, louke you, 

Ref. Bletling on him : why he hath made Srockfiſh on me, 
he has beaten away all my inclination to give my bleſſing. 

Cor. Come, npon recolle&ion, you muſt make ir a bar 
g2ine : they have, it ſeemes, bought ana ſold already, 'ris 
palt recovery, he {hall be worthy of her, 

Hi. Sir, that you may with more alacrity ter fall your 
blellings : know our bloods are pure, Antonio and your 
Daughter are as chaſte from any futull att, as when wee 
were firſt mantied ater birch, 

Ruf. Ha, (ailt fo ? 

Ant. 'T was none of my fault, I am ſure. 

Ruf. Then my bleflings to you : come, y're both my chil- 
dren. 

Bub. How ? | | 

Cor, Amen, and mine : Why I am rape beyond my felfe 
with joyes, Infortunis, Fare hath effeAed that Tbeg'd ofhea» 
ven in many prayers tor you, oh my bliſſes, 

Bub, $o, to, Tam guld, my houſe taken o're my head ? 

Gorg. Sir, you know who I am, Iam yer walking Terrs 
ancegnita, T have a great minde to-Bubulcxs, you know what 
I have ſaffered for him, and ſoforih, - 

Eſp. Ler me alone, fo, ſo; then 'pleaſares runne with a 
ſtreame upon us, bur ifwee ſhall makea tull day on'r, here's 
one more to meet with ber watch, this poore Virgin hath 
becne long in love with Bubulavs ; rroth, fir, es upon 
her at length pircifully complaining : alas good ſoule, bee 
h oneft at length: prethee doe, and marry her, you know what 
bas paſtberweeneyon, '*cis a hanſome wench, 

Bub, Up mh, 1 doe remember ſhe was in love with wee, and 
ſo was twenty more:what's that to me ? Alas, would you have 
me deſcend fo low? | 
'Gorg. Qh, fir, you ſung axother ſong ia wy ms 

| ary, 
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Dairy, when we fate upall night rogether, and had a tate 


fler. Al, 
Bb, T doe remember ſuch a thing, but what's thae? Lic 
rake*r upon me. 


Gorg. I beſeech you, Gentlemen, ſpeake for me, for I wil 
have him, Tam aſhamed to ſhew my reaſons. 

Bub, Very ſmall ones : away you durty queane, 

Inf. What, has he got thee with childe ? 

Gorg, More than thar, fire 

Fel. Has he had any Baſtards ? 

Gorg. Indeed Mifſtreſſe, Ile tell you; hee hath begot three 
children of my body. 

Tf. Fie upon'r,no lefſe than three baſtards. 


£ 


Bub. How ? nay, (helyesfalſly, I got bur two, ſo many 


will acknowledge, becauſe they ſhall nor doubt my ſufficien- 
cy, had I any more than two ? ſpeake you lying whore, 

G2þþ. Sir, I render your credit, there is bat two wayes, 
either you mnſt marry her,or give her a piece of mony, that's 
the calteſt way, fhe is poore : tor your reputation 

Bub. Whardoe you thinke will content the whore? 

Tes., Harke you, beſt for you, make ſome fatisfattions to 
this Scntilwoman, or Senkin was learne you more honeſties 


and behaviours towards theſe umans, warrant you. maſter 


blew portles. 


Gap. A matter of twenty or thirty peeces, you can ſpare. 


them, 

Bub, You Strumper, here's twenty pecces for you : doe 
you heare ? keepe well the boyes then: bur you ſhall ſweare, 
before theſe Gentlemen, you will: neves claime. mariage : 
there, bean honeſt woman hereafter. 

Gorg. Yes, beare witnefſe, Gentlemen, I doe accept his 


wiſe benevolence, and will never trouble him with marri- - 


age while Gorgon lives. . 
All. Gorgon ? 
. Your ſervant, and your pardons : nay, Gorgon has 


had his devices and vagabunduloes as well as the beft on ye : 


give you alljoy, I with you wit, fr. 


Bub.-. 
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Bxb, lam foold of all fidzs, was I borne a foole ? 

Ai, Ha, ba. 

Ten. Stay you, Maſter double colours, there be more fools 
in the bufineſſe as your ſelfe:well Tekin, were even belt make 
ſhurneyes back inzo her owne countries, and never pur cre- 
dits or conferencesin any womans in the whole arld: they all 
lie and coozen, and make derilions our awle meaſures, 

Inf. Nay,nay, Gentlemen, ler's all cogecher, 

Wee'le drowne all diſcontenrs this day with wine, 
Ler's take up all our Fates chen, and proclaime 
This day new Fettivals in Hymens name. 

Bub, Stay a little, and Ile along wich you. Since I have 
milt my wench, Ileaske theſe Genrlemens good wills to a ſc- 
cond match, in itead of an Epilogue, 

Courteons SpeZaters, and kinds Gentlemen. 

Gor. Why, how now? what,are you mad?will you ſpeake 
the Epilogue? thongh you have plaida foole in the Play, 
you will not ſhew your ſelfe an Aſſe before all this company. 
The Epilogue ? ThopeI amthe wiſer ath' rwo, and the ber- 
ter readin complement. 

Tudiciows Gentlemen | 

In, Harke you, Maſter double-colours, and yon Goody 
Gorgons, here is one wiſer, Aſſes you both to pronounce the 
Epilogues, warrant yoev, and one, that knawes 
to ſpeake in as good Engliſh, Genrlemen, now ſans Comple « 
menr, 

Oxr Love-trickes have beene ſhewne, and we attend 
T o know if your acceptanceerovene the end, 
T be world is full of trickes, but itwill be 
A tricke worth all, to have ſome plaudite 
T » theſe of love. If then contentment dwell 
On you, we fball conclude, our Play ſhewes well, 
IW»icy we 4id Love-trickes call, that we might prove 
It w. a t1cke of ours to gaine your love. 
t, Exexont omecs. 


FINIS. 
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